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STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 


LOVE VERSUS DUTY 


THE great American evangelist, Mr. Moody, once 
said, ““I have an old mother away down in the 
Connecticut mountains, and once a year I goto see 
her, having done so for twenty years. Now, suppose 
next time I went,I said to her, ‘ Well, mother, I feel 
you have been very good to me, and worked hard 
to start me in life since father died, so I come to 
see you every year because it is my duty!’ I 
think she would say, ‘ My boy, if you only come 
because it is your duty, you had better stay away !’”’ 
And yet that is how so many people deal with 
their loving Father in Heaven. They work for 
Him and serve Him because it is their duty! Let 
us away with the word duty, and begin at once 
to put in its place Love. Let us work for God 
because we love Him and delight to serve Him. 
So shall our work be acceptable to Him, for be 
assured that our Father in Heaven cares no more 
for our duty-service than our parents on earth. 


REPRODUCE CHRIST 


WHEN that great artist Doré was once travelling 
in southern Europe, he lost his passport. As 
15 
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he came to the boundary line where he needed to 
produce it, the official challenged him. Said he, 
‘‘T have lost my passport; but it is all right—l 
am Doré, thefartist. Please let me go on.” ‘‘ Oh, 
no,’ said the officer, ““we have plenty of people 
representing themselves as this or that great one.”’ 
After some conversation the man said, “ Well, I 
want you to prove it. Here is a pencil and some 
paper. Now if you are Doré, the artist, draw me 
a picture.” Doré took up the pencil, and with a 
few master-strokes sketched some of the features 
of the neighbourhood. Said the man, “‘ Now I 
am perfectly sure of it. You are Doré. No other 
man could do that.’’ It is no use professing to be a 
servant of Christ unless you are such a disciple 
that everybody can see what you are. You are to 
reproduce His life in you. 


A. J. GORDON. 


JUST AS WE ARE 


Dr. BARNARDO was one day standing at the door 
of one of his homes when a ragged little chap came 
asking for admission. To test him the Doctor 
pretended to be rough with him, saying, ‘“ How am 
I to know what you say is true? Have you any 
friends to speak for you?” “ Friends,’’ said the 
boy, “no, I ain’t got no friends; but if these 
rags,” pointing to his tattered clothes, ‘“ won’t 
speak for me, nothing else will.’ Our need is 
our best plea when we come to the Great Helper. 
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LOST AND FOUND 


A LITTLE child was lost in Birmingham once. 
With her was a bigcollie dog. The dog kept close 
to its little mistress, as she wandered seeking for 
home in a maze of streets. A policeman, who 
took in the situation at a glance, took the collie and 
attached a string to the collar of it and then easily 
fastened the other end of the string to the wrist 
of the little child. Then in a tone of command, 
he said to the dog. ‘‘Home, sir! Home!” 
And the collie, realizing that his little mistress 
was with him, safely picked his way through the 
crowded streets, while the little one toddled be- 
side him. Away they went to a house a mile 
and a half from where they were found, and the 
child was received into the open arms of her mother. 


LOVE NEVER RECKONS 


A FEW years ago, after preaching in a country 
village one week-evening, I was accompanied part 
of my way home by a member of the congregation 
who was in a humble social position. In the course 
of our conversation he referred to his wife, who 
had been a semi-invalid for years. Isaid to him: 
“You must have paid something in doctors’ bills 
during these years?’ Without realizing the great 
and beautiful answer he was giving, he remarked : 
“Yes, I suppose I have; but I can’t tell you how 
much. You see, love never reckons.” 


Rev. J. H. JAcKson. 
B 
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AN APPLE WOMAN 


Dr. Hits says: ‘‘ Working among the poor of 
London, an English author searched out the life- 
career of an apple woman. Her history makes 
the story of kings and queens contemptible. 
Events had appointed her to poverty, hunger, cold, 
and two rooms in a tenement. But there were 
three orphan boys sleeping in an ash-box whose lot 
was harder. She dedicated her heart and life to 
the little waifs. During two and forty years she 
mothered and reared twenty orphans; gave them 
home and bed and food; taught them all she 
knew; helped some to obtain a scant knowledge 
of the trades; helped others off to Canada and 
America. The author says she had misshapen 
features, but that an exquisite smile was on her dead 
face. It must have been so. She ‘ had a beautiful 
soul,’ as Emerson said of Longfellow. Poverty 
disfigured the apple woman’s garret, and want 
made it wretched, nevertheless God’s most beautiful 
angels hovered over it. Her life was a blossom 
even in London’s history. Social reform has felt 
her influence. Like a broken vase, the perfume 
of her being will sweeten literature and society a 
thousand years after we are gone.” 


KINDNESS OF HEART 


WHAT is the real good? I asked in musing mood. 
“Order,” said the law court ; ‘“‘ Knowledge,” said 
the school ; 
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“ Truth,” said the wise man; “ Pleasure,” said 
the fool ; 


“Love,” said the maiden; ‘ Beauty,” said the 


page ; 

“Freedom,” said the dreamer; “Home,” said 
the sage ; 

“Fame,” said the soldier; ‘‘ Equity,’’ the seer :— 


Spake my heart full sadly: “‘ The answer is not 
here.” 
Then within my bosom softly this I heard : 
“Each heart holds the secret—‘ Kindness’ is 
the word.” 
J. O’ REILLY. 


CLEARING THE WAY 


THERE is a story told of a certain Eastern monarch | 
who placed in the middle of one of the roads leading 
to his capital a huge stone, and sat himself down to 
watch the ways of all comers. On they came— 
cavalcades of knights, bodies of peasants, heavily- 
laden drays. Each in turn found his path obstructed 
by the big stone. Most turned aside and made 
a new path by going round it. A few paused 
and tried to lift it; but it was heavy, and there 
was the path around it—less direct, to be sure, 
but so much easier to take ; and sooner or later the 
stone dropped from their wearied hands into its 
old place, and they went on their way, leaving 
it for the next comer to stumble over as they had 
done. At last, however, came a man of another 
mould. That it was wearisome work to strain 
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alone at a great stone was nothing to him. It was 
in his way; it was in the way of his neighbours ; 
it should be moved. That he could go around 
it he did not allow to enter his mind, even when 
his breath came pantingly and his brow was be- 
dewed with large drops of sweat. At last it yielded, 
rolled aside, and behold, in the cavity, lay a great 
bag of gold! The watching caliph, too, came 
forward and claimed him as the man he had been 
seeking for his grand vizier. It is not in Eastern 
story alone that success lies under the stone of 
Difficulty, which we may pass by unassailed. It 
is he who has learned constantly and voluntarily 
to bare his shoulder to the irritating friction of 
the irksome that will eventually be called upon 
to carry the honourable burdens laid by society 
upon men who have made life a success. 


THOROUGHNESS 


A GREEK sculptor, long ago, was once working 
on a statue to be placed upon a great temple, where 
it would be in such a position that the passers-by 
would not be able to see it. A friend of the artist 
sat one day watching the sculptor putting his 
numberless finishing touches to the exquisite 
creation, with as much delicate skill and attention 
to the minutest detail as if the beautiful statue 
were to be placed on the floor of the temple, where 
all could examine and admire the rare workman- 
ship. ‘‘ Why do you spend so much care and time’ 
on it?” said the friend at last. ‘It will all be 
wasted. No one will see it!” ‘It will not be 
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wasted,” said the sculptor, ‘‘the gods will see 
it }” 


LIVE ON SIXPENCE A DAY 


A scotcH doctor had a lady patient on his hands 
for a long time—never very ill, never very well. 
She certainly kept the doctor going. At length, 
when—when nearly well, she had a new list of 
troubles, with insomnia, and he got tired. She 
wanted him to put something into a bottle, so 
that she might sleep and be unconscious of 
danger. “No! no! madam,” said he, “I will 
tell you how to get a good night’s rest.” “‘ How ? 
how?” ‘‘ Why, live on sixpence a day—and earn 
it.’ That was a splendid prescription—I pass it 
round. Get something to do. “‘ Sweet is the sleep 
of the labouring man,” and our Lord was a labouring 
Man in the highest sense. 
J. M. McNEILL. 


RESPECT OLD AGE 


AT a great public ceremony at Athens, long ago, 
an aged man entered the huge assembly and looked 
about for a seat. The Athenians began to make 
sport of the old man, as all the seats were full, 
and no one offered the tottering stranger the 
courtesy of giving up his place. At last the poor 
old man, wandering through the concourse, reached 
the part where foreigners sat; and the Spartan 
Ambassadors, noticing him, at once rose in a body, 
and gave him a seat in their midst with every 
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mark of respect. The Athenians applauded this 
act of courtesy; but the venerable stranger rose 
a moment and said in a clear voice, ‘“‘ The Athenians 
know what is right, but the Spartans practise 
ihe 


LOVE WROUGHT THIS 


A CENTURY since, in the north of Europe, stood an 
old cathedral, upon one of the arches of which 
was a sculptured face of wondrous beauty. It 
was long hidden, until one day the sun’s light 
striking through a slanted window revealed its 
matchless features. And ever after, year by year, 
upon the days when, for a brief hour, it was thus 
illumined, crowds came and waited eagerly to 
catch but a glimpse of that face. It had a strange 
history. When the cathedral was being built, 
an old man, broken with the weight of years and 
care, came and besought the architect to let him 
work upon it. Out of pity for his age, but fearful 
lest his failing sight and trembling touch might 
mar some fair design, the master set him to work 
in the shadows of the vaulted roof. One day, 
they found the old man asleep in death, the tools 
of his craft laid in order beside him, the cunning | 
of his right hand gone, his face upturned to this 

other marvellous face, which he had wrought there 
—the face of one whom he had loved and lost in 
his early manhood. And, when the artists and 
sculptors and workmen from all parts of the cathe- 
dral came and looked upon that face, they said, 
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“This is the grandest work of all: love wrought 
this !”’ 


LOOK UP! 


IF we look down, then our shoulders stoop. If 
our thoughts look down, our character bends. 
It is only when we hold our heads up that the body 
becomes erect. It is only when our thoughts go up 
that our life becomes erect. 

McKENZIE. 


THE BROKEN PINION 


I WALKED by the woodland meadows, 
Where sweet the thrushes sing, 

And found on a bed of mosses 
A bird with a broken wing. 

I healed its wound; and each morning 
It sang its old sweet strain ; 

But the bird with the broken pinion 
Ne’er soared so high again. 


I found a young life broken 
By sin’s seductive art ; 

And touched with a Christ-like pity 
I took him to my heart. 

He lived with a noble purpose, 
And struggled, not in vain; 

But the life that sin had stricken 
Ne’er soared so high again. 


But the bird with the broken pinion 
Kept another from the snare ; 
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And the life that sin had stricken, 
Raised another from despair. 

Each loss had some compensation, 
There is healing for every pain— 

But the bird with the broken pinion 
Ne’er soars so high again. 


LOOK AT THE GAUGE 


IN an engine-room it is impossible to look into the 
great boiler and see how much water it contains. 
But running up beside it is a tiny glass tube, which 
serves as a gauge. As the water stands in the 
little tube, so it stands in the great boiler. When 
the tube is half full, the boiler is half full; when 
the tube is empty, the boiler is empty. Do you 
ask, ‘‘ How do I know I love God? I believe I 
love Him, but I want to know.’’ Look at the 
gauge. Your love for your brother is the measure 
of your love for God. 


LARGE-HEARTEDNESS 


GIVE, as the morning that flows out of heaven; 

Give, as the waves when their channel is riven ; 

Give, as the free air and sunshine are given; 
Lavishly, utterly, carelessly give ! 

Not the waste drops of thy cup overflowing ; 

Not the faint sparks of thy hearth ever-glowing ; 

Not a pale bud from the June roses’ blowing ; 
Give as He gave thee, Who gave thee to live! 


Pour out thy love like a rush of a river, 
Wasting its waters for ever and ever, 
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Through the burnt sands that reward not the giver ! 
Silent or songful, thou nearest the sea. 
Scatter thy life as the summer showers pouring ! 
What if no bird through the pearl-rain is soaring ? 
What if no blossom looks upward adoring ? 
Look to the Life that was lavished for thee ! 
R. T. Cooke. 


THE MOTIVE POWER 


Loox at the electric wires; unconnected, they 
are dead, useless pieces of cord, but connect them 
with the motive power, whether near at hand or 
far away, and presently from these dead cords 
there comes a blaze of glory. They are nothing 
in themselves; and yet without them the engine 
might go for a thousand ages and we should get 
no light ; but unless attached to the centre they are 
useless. What we need is connection with the 
heavens, direct communication with the Source 
of light and fire. “Come, Holy Ghost, our hearts 
inspire.”’ 
Dr. PARKER. 


LIVING FOR OTHERS 


I saw two candles: one unlighted lay, 
The other lighted stood ; 

And a pale man beneath its slender ray 
His mighty toil pursued. 


In patient zeal he drew his failing sight 
O’er many a mystic page ;. 
“LIBRARY > 
THE MASTER'S COLLEGE 
NEWHALL, CALIFORNIA 
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And with the harvest of that quiet night 
He turned to bless his age. 


But when the pearl of dawn dissolved in day 
The candle flashed its last ; 

And yet that other candle perfect lay 
Unchanged by all had past. 


Better, I said, to live and waste in living 
Than lie in useless sleep ; 

Who gives to others what is worth the giving 
Cannot both give and keep. 


LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS 


WHEN I was in Baltimore last, my window looked 
out on an Episcopal church. The stained glass 
windows were dull and uninviting by day; but 
when the lights shone through at night, how beauti- 
fully they were! So when the Holy Spirit touches 
the eyes of your understanding, and you see Christ 
shining through the pages of the Bible, it becomes 
a new book to you. 
D. L. Moony. 


MY TIME NOT MY OWN 


““Go with me to the concert this afternoon,”’ said 
a fashionable City salesman to a new assistant at 
the warehouse. “I cannot,” was the reply, ‘“‘ my 
time is not my own. It belongs to the firm during 
business hours.” The next Sunday afternoon the 
same salesman said to the clerk, ‘‘ Go with us for a 
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picnic this evening.”’ ‘‘ I cannot,” was the answer, 
“my time is not my own. It belongs to One Who 
said, Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy.” 
Years passed, and the godly clerk lay dying. He 
had risen to an excellent position in business and 
society, and life lay fair before him. ‘‘ Are you 
reconciled to go?” asked a friend. ‘“‘ Certainly,” 
was the triumphant answer, “I have tried to obey 
God. He has directed me thus far. I am in His 
hands, and my time is not my own.” 


MENIAL TOIL 


AT a grand organ recital, the organ-blower was 
suddenly taken ill. Immediately, a celebrated 
composer, present in the organ-loft, stepped forward 
and took his place at the bellows. At the close 
of the performance, some who found out what had 
occurred remonstrated with the composer for 
doing such menial work. ‘ Menial work!” cried 
he, ‘“‘I love music so much that nothing I can do 
for it seems menial.” 


MIND THE COMPANY YOU KEEP 


A GENTLEMAN was very particular about the com- 
pany his children kept. 

One day he forbade his son and daughter to go 
somewhere with certain companions he did not 
approve of. ‘‘ Dear father,” said Susan, ‘‘ what 
harm can they do us? We will not join them in 
anything bad.” 

The father took up a dead coal from the grate, 
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and handed it to his daughter. “It will not burn 
you, my child,” he said; ‘take it.” 

She took it, but her clean hand was soiled by it, 
and her white dress blacked. 

“You see, my child,” said her father, “ that 
coals, even when they do not burn, wiil surely 
blacken. Yes, and a coal that you think dead 
may be hot enough to burn too. You cannot be too 
much afraid of improper companions.” 


EVER WATCHFUL 


A LITTLE girl had a rose-tree given to her, in a pot, 
covered with tiny flower-buds, and was warned 
not to let the delicate plant be exposed to any 
frosts. So every day the child would carry her 
precious rose-tree into the sunshine, and bring it 
in again to the warmth and shelter of the kitchen 
at night. But one evening, busy with her play, she 
forgot the plant; and next morning all the fair 
young buds were black and dead. In watching 
against temptation the Christian can never be 
“off duty’; for one slip may undo the care and 
vigilance of years. 


AN EFFORT FRUSTRATED 


AN infidel Swiss artist was commissioned to make a 
caricature of a Salvation Army meeting in Sheffield. 
He went there on the errand, and scanned the faces 
of the people. With his heart like the troubled 
sea that could not find rest, tossed and driven by 
tempests of passion, and tormented by a conscience 
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burdened by sin, he looked on the assembled wor- 
shippers and saw peace written on their counten- 
ances. The sight convinced him of his sinfulness. 
He saw that those people had what he had not and 
what he needed, and their faces were the means 
of leading him to Christ and the peace which 
Christ alone can give. The risen Christ is still 
visible in his people, filled with hope and cheer. 


THE OLD BOOK 


WE search the world for truth; we cull 
The good, the pure, the beautiful, 
From graven stone and written scroll, 
From all old flower-fields of the soul ; 
And weary seekers of the best, 
We come back laden from our quest 
To find that all the sages said 
Is in the Book our mother read. 

J. G. WHITTIER. 


ONLY ONE STITCH 


ONE stitch dropped as the weaver drove 

His nimble shuttle to and fro, 

In and out, beneath, above, 

Till the pattern seemed to bud and grow, 

As if the fairies had helping been, 

One small stitch which could scarce be seen; 

But the one stitch dropped, pulled the next stitch 
out, 

And a weak spot grew in a fabric stout ; 
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And the perfect pattern was maimed for aye, 
By the one small stitch that was dropped that day. 


A NOBLE REVENGE 


DE QUINCEY gives a beautiful anecdote, illustrative 
of the nobility of a generous heart. 

An officer in the army one day struck a common 
soldier. He was young and hot-tempered, and 
he forgot the respect due to himself, and the duty 
he owed his neighbour. 

The soldier whom he struck was a young man, 
too, and noted for his courage; he felt the insult 
deeply. Military discipline forbade that he should 
return the blow ; he could only use words. Perhaps 
he was hot-tempered, also, for he said to the officer : 

“T will make you repent it!” 

So they were ill friends. 

One day, in the heat of a furious engagement, 
the young soldier saw an officer who was wounded 
and separated from his company gallantly striving to 
force his way through the enemies who surrounded 
him. He recognized his insulter, and without a 
second thought, rushed to his assistance. Support- 
ing the wounded man with his arm, together they 
fought their way through to their own lines. 

Trembling with emotion, the officer grasped 
the hand of the soldier, and stammered out his 
gratitude. 

“Noble man! What a return for an insult 
so wantonly given!” 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 31 


The young man pressed his hand in turn, and 
with a smile said gently : 

“T told you I would make you repent it.”’ 

From that time they were as brothers. 


THE OTHER WORLD 


A HOLY man of old was once remonstrating with 
a profligate young noble on the error of his ways, 
and warning him of the consequences of his sins in 
the next world. “Oh,” said the youth scoffingly, 
“no one knows for certain whether there is another 
world or not; and if there isn’t, where will you 
be!” 

“Nay, my son,” said the saint, earnestly, ‘ and 
if there 7s another world, where will you be!” 


2 


MORE TO FOLLOW 


Row anv Hitt tells a story of a hard-working 
man who fell on evil days. Through no fault of 
his own he lost health, situation, and all his capital ; 
and at last he and his family were face to face with 
ruin. A rich man heard of the case, and sent the 
distressed one a_ five-pound note enclosed in an 
envelope which contained also a piece of paper 


bearing the words: ‘ More to follow.’”’ After a 
few days, the rich friend sent another bank-note, 
with the same accompanying phrase: ‘‘ More to 


follow’; and for many weeks the broken family 
received a constant stream of bank-notes always 
with the cheering message: ‘“‘ More to follow,” 
until their ruined fortunes were mended, and a 
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measure of prosperity restored to them. So it 
is with God’s gifts. He gives always enough 
the present need, and there is always the cheering 
assurance: ‘‘ More to follow.” 


A MICROSCOPE LESSON 


PROFESSOR HuXLEyY tells of meeting a Highland 
shepherd and showing him a mountain daisy through 
a microscope. The shepherd started back, amazed 
at the revelation of beauty and wonder. He never, 
he said, thought a common daisy was so fair and 
marvellous. He had trodden hundreds of these 
under foot every day, but in future, he thought, he 
could scarcely walk knowingly over one. The 
children were like the daisy till Jesus put them in the 
light of His Divine vision and Word. - 


THAT’S ME 


SITTING one day with a friend, watching the sports 
of the boys in the playground at Stockwell Orphanage 
one little fellow sidled up to him and said : “ Please, 
Mr. Spurgeon, I should like to speak to you.” 
“Come along, Bob,” was the cheery response, ‘‘ and 
tell me what you want.’”’ “‘ Please, Mr. Spurgeon, 
supposing there were a lot of boys in an orphanage, 
and they had friends come to see them on visiting 
days, and they brought them nice things; and 
suppose there was one boy who hadn’t any friends to 
come and see him, and so nobody brought him any- 
thing, don’t you think he ought to have a penny ? 
"Cos, Mr. Spurgeon, that’s me!” Touched by the 
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artless—or shall we say artful ?—simplicity of the 
boy, Mr. Spurgeon said, in telling the story, ‘“‘ Some- 
body felt something moist in his eye, and Bob got 
sixpence | ”’ 


BAD HABITS 


You have noticed how a dog turns round several 
times before lying down. In a wild state the dog’s 
ancestors lived in jungles and grassy thickets as the 
wolf and fox do now, and before lying down to sleep 
would turn round and round to trample down a flat 
resting-place. And the habit became so strong that 
to the present day, dogs who have never known 
jungles, and who are separated by numberless 
generations from those wild ancestors, turn round 
before lying down before the fire. So strong is 
habit! Beware then, not to form bad habits, but 
only good ones. 


BURNING THE BUSHEL 


A MINISTER in his sermon spoke of evil practices, 
and exposed the use of dishonest weights and 
measures. When visiting his flock next day, he 
asked a woman what she remembered of the sermon. 
She said her memory was very bad, and that she had 
forgotten nearly all; but, said she, “ I remembered 
to burn the bushel.” 


CHASTENING 


It is related in the memoir of Josiah Conder that, 


when a schoolboy, he was much troubled by the 
c 
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peculiar strictness manifested towards him by his 
French tutor. On one occasion this was so marked 
that the boy relieved himself by a good cry before the 
whole class. Seeing this, the Frenchman broke out 
with, ‘‘ You great stupid, Josiah! Do not you see 
zat it is just because you are ze only boy in ze 
school zat I care for, zat I am more severe wiz you 
zan with all ze rest ?”’ ‘‘ Whom the Lord loveth He 
chasteneth.”’ 


DOING YOUR BEST 


GAZZOLI, the Italian soldier fighting under Garibaldi, 
was lamed in both legs, and henceforth could render 
only hospital service. When reports of defeats and 
victories came in, Gazzoli’s eyes would fill with 
tears, and then glisten triumphantly, “ But I still 
can scrape lint for the doctor,” he would say. 


“OUT OF MY POVERTY ” 


“Out of my poverty have I done this,” said Tycho 
Brahé, for he made all his astronomical discoveries 
without a telescope. It is a big eye that is wanted 
in astronomy more than a telescope. “In my 
poverty have 1 done this,” said Christopher Colum- 
bus, when he crossed the Atlantic in a leaky vessel 
that you would not use to-day for a Newcastle 
collier. But it was enough for a great soul; he did 
not cross the Atlantic in an ‘‘ Atlantic liner.” “‘ Out 
of my poverty have I done this,” said Turner, for he 
painted his masterpieces in the National Gallery out 
of broken tea-cups. ‘‘ Out of my poverty have I 
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done this,” said John Milton, when the poor blind 
poet gave us “ Paradise Lost.” “Out of my 
poverty have I done this,” said John Bunyan, when 
the poor tinker handed us out of Bedford Gaol all 
the treasures of ‘“‘ The Pilgrim’s Progress,” Out of 
my poverty! It is never a question of instruments, 
and of resource, and of partnership ; it is a question 
of spirit, faith, enthusiasm, sacrifice. By God’s 
power we triumph over circumstances, and build 
the Church of the living God. 
Rev. W. L. WATKINSON. 


JUST THE SAME AT HOME 


A SatvaTion Army lassie, testifying in a crowded 
meeting to her love for Christ, was interrupted by a 
man on the back seat, who said: “‘ That’s all right, 
but how do you behave when you are at home ? ” 
Quick as a flash she responded : ‘‘ There’s my mother, 
sitting just in front of you. Ask her.” The latter 
arose and said : ‘‘ She lives at home just as she talks 
here.” 


WHAT GOD IS TO US 


Gop is a rock for a foundation. Build your lives, 
your thoughts, your efforts, your hopes there. The 
house founded on the rock will stand though wind 
and rain from above smite it, and floods from beneath 
beat on it like battering rams. God is a rock for a 
fortress, Flee to Him to hide, and your defence shall 
be the ‘“‘ munition of rocks,” which shall laugh to 
scorn all assault, and never be scorned by any foe. 
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God is a rock for shade and refreshment. Come close 
to Him out of the scorching heat, and you will find 
coolness, and verdure and moisture in the clefts, 
when all outside that grateful shadow is parched and 
dry. 

A. McLAREN. 


SOW BESIDE ALL WATERS 


SoME time ago the manufacturers of lighting gas 
were puzzled to know how to dispose of the coal-tar 
left in the retorts. A more useless, nauseous sub- 
stance was hardly known to exist. Chemistry came 
to the rescue, and to-day no fewer than thirty-six 
marketable articles are produced from this black, 
sticky slime. You eat a bit of delicious confec- 
tionary, happily unconscious that the exquisite taste 
which you enjoy so keenly comes from coal-tar ; you 
buy at the druggist’s a tiny phial of what is labelled 
“Otto of Roses,” little dreaming that the delicious 
perfume is wafted, not from “ the fields of Araby,” 
but from the foul gas retort. Christianity is a moral 
chemistry. Well were it for nations if it held a 
higher place among their social economics, Tar- 
saving is all well enough, but soul-saving is better. 


MOSAICS OF LIFE 


In some of the great halls of Europe may be seen 
pictures not painted with the brush, but mosaics, 
which are made up of small pieces of stone, glass, or 
other material. The artist takes these little pieces ; 
and, polishing and arranging them, he forms them 
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into the grand and beautiful picture. Each indivi- 
dual part of the picture may be alittle worthless 
piece of glass or marble or shell; but, with each in 
its place, the whole constitutes the masterpiece of 
art. SoI think it will be with humanity in the hands 
of the Great Artist. God is picking up the little 
worthless pieces of stone and brass, that might be 
trodden under foot unnoticed, and is making of them 
His great masterpiece. 
BISHOP SIMPSON. 


THE PATH OF DUTY 


A BUSY woman once turned aside from her important 
public work to do a kindness to a poor man and his 
family. It involved the expenditure of time, labour 
and money, which she could ill afford; but she felt 
the case had been put in her path by God’s hand, 
and she responded nobly. Not long afterwards, she 
herself needed help of a special kind; and, to her 
surprise, her poor protégé discovered her need, and 
applied to a great friend who could supply it, begging 
him to help the good woman who had befriended 
him in his hour of sore need. The help was gladly 
given; and so “the bread cast upon the waters,” 
returned after many days. 


LIGHT OUT OF DARKNESS 


It is told of the great Faraday, that once in his 
wanderings among the Alps, he walked, in somewhat 
despondent mood, through a little mountain grave- 
yard, where the neighbouring peasants were laid in 
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turn to rest. On one grave, stooping to read a half- 
obliterated epitaph, Faraday saw an empty chrysalis 
case, which had just been vacated by a brilliant 
butterfly! The mute witness of God’s miraculous 
power even in so lowly a form appealed to the great 
soul and mind of Faraday, and, he says, he left the 
little graveyard with a new confidence filling his 
heart, that God would bring light out of darkness, 
and life out of the sorrow of the tomb. 


‘LET IN THE LIGHT 


A LApy said to her servant, “ Why don’t you pull 
up the blind and let the sun shine into the room ? ” 
‘“‘ Because,” was the reply, ‘‘ I have always noticed, 
when the sun shines into a room, it makes such a 
dust.’”’ When the Sun of Righteousness shines upon 
a man, it reveals a state of things that, when he was 
in darkness, he never suspected. 
C, H. SPURGEON. 


LITTLE SINS 


A LITTLE banyan seed said to a palm-tree: “I am 
weary of being tossed about by the wind; let me 
stay a while among your leaves.’”’ ‘‘ Oh, yes,” said 
the palm-tree, “‘ stay as long as you like,” and by- 
and-bye forgot the little seed was there. But the 
seed was not idle. It sent out little fibres and tiny 
roots, and they crept around the trunk and under 
the bark and into the heart of the tree itself and 
then the tree cried out, ‘“‘ What isthis?’’ Andthe 
banyan said, “ It is only the little seed you allowed 
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to rest among your leaves.” ‘‘ Leave me now,” 
said the palm-tree, ‘‘ you have grown too large and 
strong.” ‘I cannot leave you now; we have 


grown together. I would kill you if I tore myself 
away.” The palm-tree bowed its head, and tried 
to shake the banyan off, but could not, and little by 
little the palm leaves withered, the trunk shrivelled, 
and only the banyan could be found. Beware of 
little sins. 


SECRET FAULTS 


THE world wants men who are saved from secret 
faults. The world can put on an outside goodness 
and go very far in uprightness and morality, and it 
expects that a Christian shall go beyond it, and be 
free from secret faults. A little crack will spoil the 
ring of the coin.. . The world expects, and 
rightly, that the Christian should be more gentle, 
and patient, and generous, than he who does not 
profess to be a disciple of the Lord Jesus. For the 
sake of those who take their notion of religion from 
our lives we need to put up this prayer earnestly, 
“Cleanse thou me from secret faults.” 
MARK Guy PEARSE. 


YOU WILL BE MISSED 


It is said that once when Sir Michael Costa was 
having a rehearsal, with a vast array of performers 
and hundreds of voices, as the mighty chorus rang 
out with thunder of the organ, and roll of drums, 
and ringing horns, and cymbals clashing, some one 
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man who played the piccolo far away up in some 
corner, said within himself, “‘ In all this din it matters 
not what I do’”’; and so he ceased to play. Sud- 
denly the great conductor stopped, flung up his 
hands, and all was still—and then he cried aloud, 
“‘ Where is the piccolo!’’ The quick ear had missed 
it, and all was spoiled because it failed to take its 
part. O my soul, do thy part with all thy might ! 
Little thou mayest be, insignificant and hidden, 
and yet God seeks thy praise. He listens for it, and 
all the music of His great universe is made richer and 
sweeter because thou givest Him thanks. Bless the 
Lord, O my soul. 
MARK Guy PEARSE. 


WORTH OF A CHILD 


“ONE afternoon I noticed,’ says Mr. Moody, “a 
young lady at the service that I knew to be a 
teacher. After the service I asked her where her 
class was. ‘ Oh,’ said she, ‘ I went to the school and 
found only a little boy, so I came away.’ ‘Only a 
little lad,’ said I. ‘ Think of the value of one such 
soul! The fites of a Reformation may be slumber- 
ing in that tow-headed boy! There may be a young 
Knox, or a Wesley, or a Whitefield in your class. 
Christ’s advice to Peter was: “‘ Feed My lambs.”’ ”’ 


PERSEVERANCE 


IT is said of Carey, a famous missionary, that, when 
a boy, he was one day climbing a tree when his foot 
slipped, and he fell to the ground, breaking his leg 
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by the fall. He was confined to his bed for weeks ; 
but when he recovered, and was able to walk with- 
out support, the very first thing he did was to go and 
climb that tree. Carey had need of this courage 
for the great missionary work of his life, and nobly 
and resolutely he did it. 

S. SMILES. 


AVOID SIN 


“‘ SHAKE off your caterpillars,” said the Elder Tree 
to the flowers. ‘‘ Oh!” said the rose, “‘ I must keep 
this beauty with his velvet fur, all brown and scar- 
let.” She shook off the rest, but a few days later the 
one had eaten her up. 


A PLEASANT SMILE 


Tue thing that goes the farthest 
Towards making life worth while, 

That costs the least and does the most, 
Is just a pleasant smile. 

The smile that bubbles from a heart 
That loves its fellow men, 

Will drive away the cloud of gloom, 
And coax the sun again. 


AN EASTERN ALLEGORY 


EveRY man has two angels—one on his right 
shoulder, another on his left. When he does any- 
thing good, the angel on his right shoulder writes it 
down in his book and seals it, because what is done 
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is done for ever. When he has done evil, the angel 
on his left shoulder writes it down; he waits till 
midnight, if, before that time the man bows down his 
head and exclaims, ‘‘ Gracious Allah, I have sinned ; 
forgive me!” the angel rubs it out with a sponge ; 
if not, at midnight he seals it, and the angel on the 
man’s right shoulder weeps. 


THE MASTER HAND 


A MANUFACTURER took his little daughter to his 
factory for the first time. The child, terrified by 
the deafening roar of the machinery all around her, 
clung to her father, sobbing. ‘“‘ What are you afraid 
of? Don’t you know I am master here ? ”’ he said. 
“Look!” and he lifted his finger. In a moment | 
every wheel was still, every sound hushed. When 
the disciples of Jesus saw His mastery over the seas, 
they recognized His divinity. : 


A LITTLE HERO 


A DRUMMER boy, who had become a great favourite 
with his officers, was asked’ by the captain to drink 
a glass of rum. The boy declined, saying, “I am 
a temperance boy, and do not touch drink.”’ “‘ But 
you must take some rum,” said the captain ; “‘ you 
have been on duty all day, beating the drum and 
marching, and now you must not refuse: I insist 
upon it.” But the boy stood firm. The captain 
then turned to the major, and said, ‘‘ Our little 
drummer is afraid to drink ; he will never make a 
soldier.” ‘“‘ How is this?’ said the major, in a 
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playful manner ; ‘“ do you refuse to obey orders ? ” 
“ Sir,”’ said the boy, ‘‘ I have never refused to obey 
orders, and have tried to do my duty; but I must 
refuse to drink rum, for I know it would do me 
harm.’’ Then said the major, in a stern tone of 
voice, in order to test his sincerity, “‘ I command 
you to take a drink, and you know it is death to 
disobey orders!’ Fixing his eyes on the face of the 
officer, the little hero said, “‘ Sir, my father died a 
drunkard ; and when I entered the army, I pro- 
mised my mother I would not taste a drop of rum, 
and Imean to keep my promise. I am sorry to disobey 
your orders, sir ; but I would rather suffer anything 
than disgrace my mother, and break my pledge.” 


A GOOD SUBSTITUTE 


A SOLDIER, worn out, took to playing the violin 
as a mode of earning his living. He was found thus 
in the streets of Vienna. But after atime his hand 
became feeble and tremulous, and he could no more 
make music. One day, when he sat there sadly, a 
man passed along and said, ‘‘ My friend, you are too 
old and feeble ; give me your violin.” And he took 
the instrument, and began to discourse most 
exquisite music. The people gathered round in 
large numbers, and the old man held his hat, and the 
coin poured in. ‘‘ Now,” said the stranger, “ put 
that coin in your pockets.’’ The old soldier did so, 
then he held his hat again, and the violinist played 
more sweetly than ever, and again the hat was filled 
with coin. 
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Then the violinist gave back the instrument, and 
departed, and the whisper went round, “ Who can 
that be ?’’ Someone said, “‘ Why, that is Bucher, 
the great violinist, who is known all over the king- 
dom.” 

Hehad taken theman’s place, assumed his poverty, 
endured his disgrace, played his music, and made 
sacrifice for him. 

So the Lord Jesus Christ comes down, and He finds 
us in spiritual need. Across the strings of His own 
broken heart He strikes a strain of music that wins 
the attention of heaven and earth. He takes our 
poverty. He plays our music. He dies our death. 


IMPORTUNITY A PRAYER 


How often have I seen a little child throw its arms 
around its father’s neck, and win, by kisses and 
importunities and tears, what had been refused. 
Who has not yielded to importunity, even when a 
dumb animal looked up with suppliant eyes in our 
face for food? Is God less pitiful than we ? 

Dr. GUTHRIE. 


TWO CONTRASTS 


AN Eastern allegory runs thus: A merchant, going 
abroad for a time, gave respectively to two of his 
friends two sacks of wheat each, to take care of 
against his return Years passed: he came back, 
and applied for them again. The first took him 
into his storehouse, and showed them him; but 
they were mildewed and worthless. The other led 
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him out into the open country, and pointed out 
field after field of waving corn, the produce of the two 
sacks given him. Said the merchant, “‘ You have 
been a faithful friend. Give me two sacks of that 
wheat: the rest shall be thine.” 


EYES AND NO EYES 


Two girls, who had spent in the country a day, 
Were asked what impressions they carried away. 


Said one, ‘“ I’ll remember, through all my life long, 
A regal white lily—a lark’s perfect song ! 


The other cried, frowning, “T’ll never forget 
Those pestering flies, and the dust that we met! 
GRACE ARUNDEL. 


AN ARTIST’S CONFESSION 


It is said that when the late M. Gustave Doré was 
busy painting the face of Jesus in one of his pictures, 
a lady friend visited his studio, and her attention 
was immediately riveted upon the face. As she 
stood there, the artist from one corner of the room 
watched closely the eager face of his lady friend. 
Suddenly, turning round and facing the artist, she 
said: ‘“‘M. Doré, why do you look at me so 
anxiously ?”’ “I wanted to watch the impression 
that face produced upon you—and I think you like 
a 

“‘ Yes, I do,” she replied ; ‘‘ and do you know that 
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I was thinking that you could not paint such a face 
of Christ unless you loved Him.” ‘‘ Unless I loved 
Him!” said Doré! ‘‘ Well, I trust that I do, and 
that most sincerely—but as I love Him more I shall 
paint Him better.” 


THE NEXT ROOM 


Tue Bishop of London visited a little girl in an 
East-End hospital, and tried to quiet her fear of the 
change she knew would sooncome. ‘“ You would 
not be afraid, Susie, if I should take you in my arms 
and carry you into the next room?” “Oh, no, 
sir!’’ ‘‘ Well, in some such way Jesus will come 
for you and carry youto His home.” And the next 
morning, when the Bishop called to see the little 
patient, he found that she had made the transition 
in the night, and that his word had driven away 
all fear of death. 


BURDEN CARRYING 


AN aged, weary woman, carrying a heavy basket, 
got into the train with me the other day, and when 
she was seated she still kept the heavy burden upon 
her arm! “Lay your burden down, mum,” said 
the kindly voice of a working man. “ Lay your 
burden down, mum: the train will carry both it 
and you.” Aye, that’s it! God will undertake 
for us, and bear us up, if we will but cast our cares 
upon Him. 
J. H. Jowett. 
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EXCUSES FROM ALL 


AN evangelist, having obtained permission to visit 
the prisoners in a convict establishment, went round 
to the cells to talk to the men. The first prisoner, 
however, declared he had done nothing wrong, but 
had been betrayed by a friend. The next prisoner 
said he was perfectly innocent, but had been mis- 
taken by the police for another man. The third 
told the evangelist it was useless to preach to him 
as he had done no real wrong ; it was Society’s fault 
he was in prison! And so through all the cells the 
evangelist went, meeting nothing but excuses and 
denials of sinfulness, until, much discouraged, he 
almost gave up in despair. At last, as a final effort, 
he entered a cell where the inmate looked very sad, 
and the evangelist, asking the reason, the poor man 
said, “‘ Oh, sir, I have sinned so deeply, I don’t think 
God can ever forgive me!’ Much cheered, the 
evangelist preached Christ to the man, and left him 
with the assurance of God’s pardon in his soul. 
Christ cannot save us till we realize our need of 
salvation ; and the best of us needs pardon and for- 
giveness and strength to do better, for “all have 
sinned.” 


IS GOD DEAD? 


THE widow of a clergyman in times of trouble used 
to say to her friends: “‘ Fear not: God lives.” 
Her trials were very great, but generally she would 
bear up under them. On one occasion her faith 
failed her, and she burst into tears. Her little son 
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came up to her, and putting his hand on her’s, looked 
sadly into her face, and asked: ‘‘ Mother, is God 
dead ?”’ 


I TRUST IN THEE 


I wILt not doubt; though all my ships at sea 
Come drifting home with broken masts and sails ; 
I shall believe the Hand, which never fails, 
From seeming evil worketh good for me; 
And though I weep because those sails are tat- 
tered, 
Still will Isay, while my last hopes lie shattered, 
“T trust in Thee.” 


I will not doubt, though all my prayers return 
Unanswered, from the great white throne above ; 
I shall believe it is an All-wise Love 
Which has refused those things for which I yearn : 
And though at times I cannot keep from grieving, 
Yet the pure ardour of my fixed believing 
Undimmed shall burn. 


DAY BY DAY 


Every day in this world has its work; and every 
day as it rises fresh out of eternity keeps putting 
to each of us the question afresh : What will you do 
before to-day has sunk into eternity and nothingness 
again ? 

Yesterday, last week, last year—they are gone. 
Yesterday, for example, was such a day as never 
was before, and never can be again. Out of dark- 
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ness and eternity it was born a new, fresh day ; into 
darkness and’eternity it sank again for ever. It 
had a voice of its own calling to us, its own work, 
its own duties. What were we doing yesterday ? 
There is a past which is gone for ever. But there 
is a future which is still our own. 
F. W. ROBERTSON. 


MAGNANIMITY 


LorD BOLINGBROKE was one evening at a large 
party. Political subjects were talked of, and the 
conversation finally turned on the famous Duke of 
Marlborough. Everyone had something to say 
against him, many blaming his avarice. Boling- 
broke was silent. One of the company inquired : 
“How is it that you say nothing ? You knew him 
better than all of us, and could tell us a good deal 
about him.” 

Bolingbroke replied, ‘‘ He was a great man, and I 
have forgotten all his faults.” 


THE INFLUENCE OF HOME 


DurinG the great civil war in America, the two 
armies, the Federal army and the Confederate army, 
were encamped on opposite sides of a great river. 
It was a beautiful summer evening, and they 
amused themselves by playing different party tunes. 
The Federal band struck up, ‘“‘ Hail, Columbia,” 
then the Confederate band on the other side re- 
turned, ‘“‘ The bonnie blue flag ”’ ; then the Federals 


gave, ‘‘ The star-spangled banner.”’ All of a sudden © 
D 


50 STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 


the Confederate band struck up, “Home, sweet 
home’; in a moment the other band joined in; 
and for a brief period, laying aside their animosities, 
they remembered that they were one family, had 
one Father, and one common home. 

SIR WILFRED LAWSON. 


FORGIVENESS 


A DEAF mute being asked, “‘ What is forgiveness ? ”’ 
took a pencil and wrote, “‘ It is the odour which a 
flower yields when trampled upon.” 


GO AND DO IT 


Don’T live a single hour of your life without doing 
exactly what is to be done in it, and going straight 
through it from beginning to end. Work, play, 
study, whatever it is, take hold at once and finish it 
up squarely and cleanly. Then do the next thing, 
without letting any moments drop between. It is 
wonderful to see how many hours those prompt 
people contrive tomakeina day. It isas if they 
picked up the moments that the drawlers lost. 

And if you find yourself where you have so many 
things pressing you that you hardly know how to 
begin, let me tell you a secret : take hold of the first 
one that comes to hand, and you will find the rest all 
fall into file and follow after like a company of well- 
drilled soldiers. A man was once asked how he 
“accomplished so much in his life.” ‘‘ My father 
told me,” was the reply, “‘ when I had anything to 
do, to go and do it.” There is the secret. 
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BE IN TIME 


AN artist wished the late Queen to let him take her 
picture in his gallery. The time was appointed. 
The Queen, prompt to the minute, was at the place. 
The artist did not come until ten minutes after. 
Queen Victoria had gone. It was the man’s last 
chance of making his fortune. 


A DISAPPOINTING SERMON 


“FINE sermon, wasn’t it ?’’ asked one of Farmer 
Peter’s boarders, referring to’a scholarly discourse 
with which the Meadowville meeting-house congre- 
gation had been favoured that morning by a city 
preacher. 

*“Mebbe,” returned Farmer Peter. 

“Why,” persisted the boarder, “‘ that man knows 
more about the Bible, and has made a deeper study 
of Biblical history and geography, than almost any 
other minister in this country.” 

“Has he, now ?”’ inquired Farmer Peter mildly. 
‘“ Well, then, I reckon the trouble must’ve been 
with me. You see, I’d calc’lated I sh’d hear some- 
thin’ about the way to heaven, and I only learned 
the way from Jerusalem to Jericho.” 


A GOOD EXAMPLE 


THAT the famous singer Christine Nilsson was free 
from the weakness of snobbery is illustrated by this 
little incident. She was once at the house of a 
retired millionaire. A distinguished company had 
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been invited to meet her at dinner. On entering 
the dining-room she dropped her host’s arm, and, 
hurrying in amazement to the stately young butler, 
seized him effusively by the hand and engaged him 
in conversation while the other guests stood waiting 
and the entertainer looked on in astonishment. 

“That man,” she explained to the group when 
they were seated, ‘‘ is the son of a kind old nobleman 
on. whose estate my father worked as a day-labourer 
when we were children. Fortune has smiled on me, 
while it has frowned on my old playmate, whom I 
find under such changed circumstances.”’ 


MOTHERHOOD HONOURED 


Att that I am mother made me. 

J. D. ADaAms. 
All that I am or hope to be, I owe to my angel 
mother. 


LINCOLN. 
Let France have good mothers and she will have 
good sons. 


NAPOLEON. 
I will desire for a friend the son who never resisted 
the tears of his mother. 


LACRITELLE. 
Unhappy is the man for whom his own mother has 
not made all other mothers venerable. 
RICHTER. 
If you would reform the world from its errors and 
vices, begin by enlisting the mothers. 


C. SIMEON. 
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THERE is a fable told about a king’s garden, in which 
the trees and all the flowers began to make com- 
plaint. The oak was sad because it did not bear 
flowers ; the rose-bush was sad because it did not 
bear fruit ; the vine was sad because it had to cling 
to the wall and could cast no shadow. ‘I am not 
the least use in the world,” said the oak. ‘“‘ I might 
as well die, since I yield no fruit,’ said the rose-bush. 
“What good can I do?”’ said the vine. 

Then the king saw a little pansy, which held up 
its glad, fresh face, while all the rest were sad. And 
the king said: ‘“‘ What makes you so glad, when all 
the rest pine and are sosad?”’ “I thought,” said 
the pansy, “that you wanted me here, because you 
planted me, and so I made up my mind that I would 
try and be the best little pansy that could be.” 

Do your best in the spot where God has placed you. 


HOW THE SUNLIGHT CAME 


THERE are times when the most buoyant sink into 
despondency, when a great, chilly mist creeps over 
the soul of those who have the largest happiness in 
the service of God, and they feel as if all their 
strength was gone. Not very long ago one of these 
evil moods was upon me; but as I was passing 
along one of the streets of Birmingham, a poor but 
decently dressed woman, laden with parcels, stopped 
me and said: ‘‘God bless you, Dr. Dale!’’ Her 
face was unknown to me. I said: ‘‘ Thank you. 
What is your name?” “ Never mind my name,” 
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was the answer, “‘ but if you only knew how you 
have made me feel hundreds of times, and what a 
happy home you have givenme! God bless you!” 
she said. The mist broke, the sunlight came, I 
breathed the free air of the mountains of God. 

R. W. DALE. 


NEVER TOO LATE TO LEARN 


SocRATES, at an extreme old age learned to play on 
musical instruments. 

Cato, at eighty years of age, began to study the 
Greek language. 

Plutarch, when between seventy and eighty, 
-commenced to study Latin. 

Boccaccio was thirty years of age when he com- 
menced his studies in light literature; yet he 
became one of the greatest masters of the Tuscan 
dialect, Dante and Plutarch being the other two. 

Sir Henry Spelman neglected in his youth the 
study of the sciences, but really directed his 
attention to them when between fifty and sixty 
years of age. After this time he became a most 
learned antiquary and lawyer. 

Dr Johnson applied himself to the Dutch language 
but a few days before his death. 

Ludovico Monaldeschi, at the great age of one 
hundred and fifteen, wrote the memoirs of his own 
time. 

Ogilvy, the translator of Homer and Virgil, was 
unacquainted with Latin and Greek till he was past 
fifty. 
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Franklin did not commence his philosophical re- 
searches till he reached his fiftieth year. 

Dryden, in his sixty-eighth year, commenced the 
translation of the AEneid, his most masterly pro- 
duction. 


A BELL AND ITS LESSON 


WHEN the great bell of Moscow was being cast, 
the rich and poor, high and low, brought what pure 
metal they had.and added it to the molten mass that 
was to become the musical tongue that should ring 
out God’s praise ; and gold and silver, bronze, tin, 
and iron, all went towards the perfection of the great 
grand voice of the majestic bell. This world is asa 
great bell to ring God’s praises, and is still in the 
making. Let us therefore bring what we have, and 
offer it to Him. If we cannnot cast in the gold of 
martyrdom, or the silver of apostleship, at least all 
can offer the iron of resistance to evil, the bronze of 
careful attention to duty. 


GOD’S BOUNTY 


Str WALTER RALEIGH was one day asking a favour 
from Queen Elizabeth, when the latter said to him, 
“ Raleigh, when will you leave off begging ?’”’ To 
which, he replied, ‘‘ When your Majesty leaves off 
giving ’’—a thought worthy of being cherished con- 
cerning a greater Sovereign than Queen Elizabeth. 


FISHERS OF MEN 


I WATCHED an old man trout-fishing once, pulling 
them out one after another briskly. ‘“ You 
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manage it cleverly, old friend,’ I said. “I have 
passed a good many below who don’t seen to be 
doing anything.”’ The old man lifted himself up 
and stuck his rod in the ground. ‘“‘ Well, you see, 
sir, there be three rules for trout-fishing ; and ’tis 
no use trying if you don’t mind them. The first is 
keep yourself out of sight. The second is keep 
yourself further out of sight. And the third is 
keep yourself further out of sight still. Then you’ll 
do it.” “‘ Good for catching men, too,” I thought, 
as I went on my way. 
MARK Guy PEARSE. 


HONEST TOIL 


“‘ SoME of my friends pity me for having to work in 
a factory, but I feel honoured that God should call 
me to work at something like my Master’s earthly 
calling, and I do not feel that polishing and packing 
watch-crystals is my real mission in this world any ~ 
more than carpentering was His.” This view keeps 
the mind sweet and cheerful, and fills every day 
with sweet incense. 


FAITH IS SURE 


A boy whose kite had disappeared in the clouds 
was asked, “How do you know it’s there?” 
‘What do you think?’ he replied. ‘“ Why, I feel 
it by the string.”’ Faith is sure. 


MEETING TROUBLE 


A GIRL who worried over the hardships she might 
have to endure or the disappointments that lay in 
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wait for her, was persuaded to adopt the plan of 
writing them all down in a ‘‘ Worry Book,” and then 
to supplement the record by noting underneath 
each entry the real outcome of the dreaded exper- 
ience. The result was surprising and helpful, for 
she came to see how nine-tenths of her worries and 
forebodings were unnecessary—the bogies never 
materialised! There is a good hint in it for us all. 


/ 


EQUALITY 


A poor old soldier living in the workhouse was 
going up to the Communion Rails ; the great Duke 
of Wellington was coming behind him. The Verger 
tapped him on the shoulder and whispered, “ Let 
the Duke go first.’”” The Duke said, “No; we’re 
all equals here,’’ and putting his arm into the old 
man’s knelt down side by side with him. 


GOD IN NATURE 


THE book of Nature is an expression of the thoughts 
of God. We have God’s terrible thoughts in the 
thunder and lightning; God’s loving thoughts in 
the sunshine and the breeze; God’s bounteous, 
prudent, careful thoughts in the waving harvest. 
We have God’s brilliant thoughts, which are beheld 
from mountain-top and valley ; and we have God’s 
most sweet and pleasant thoughts of beauty in the 
little flowers that blossom at our feet. 


SPURGEON. 
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HARD WORK 


THE Spartans used to be very careful not to live 
luxuriously for fear that too many nice things would 
make them lazy. A very rich and idle tyrant, 
Dionysius, came to Sparta and sat down to dinner 
with the Spartan King. He turned his nose up at 
the black broth they gave him. “ You haven’t 
added the proper seasoning,’ said the King. 
“What’s that?” “‘ Hard work.” 


INFLUENCE 


THE tree-frog acquires the colour of whatever it 
adheres to for a time. If it be found on the oak, 
it is of a brown colour, if on the sycamore or cedar, 
of a light or dark tinge ; while on the growing corn 
it is bright green. Soa man is sure to be influenced 
by those he associates with. 


WHERE DO YOU LIVE? 


A SUGGESTIVE incident is told of a devotional meet- 
ing in Yorkshire where different ones were telling of 
their experiences :— 

A good man had been drawing out long com- 
plaining strains about his trials and difficulties in 
the way to heaven. A man of different spirit fol- 
lowed, who said: ‘I see that our brother who has 
just sat down lives in Grumbling street. I lived 
there myself for some time, and never enjoyed 
good health. The air was bad, the house bad, the 
water bad; the birds never came and sang in the 


' 
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street. But I ‘ flitted.” I got into Thanksgiving 
street, and ever since then I have had good health, 
and so has my family. The air is pure, the water 
pure, the house good ; the sun shines on it all day ; 
the birds are always singing, and I am as happy 
asIcan be. Now, I recommend our brother to ‘ flit.’ 
There are plenty of houses to let on Thanksgiving 
street, and 1am sure that he will find himself a new 
man if he will only come, and I will be right glad to 
have him as a neighbour.” There are many of us 
who would be the better for such a change of 
residence. 


FORWARD ALL 


Looxinc back was not intended by nature evidently, 
from the fact that our eyes are in our faces, and not 
in our hind heads. 

J. W. CARLYLE 


VLL PASS IT ON 


THE Rev. MARK Guy PEARSE, returning from school 
in Germany to his home in Cornwall, spent all his 
money except sufficient to pay his fare by boat. 
He found, however, this did not include food. The 
steward, hearing his name, paid the deficiency, say- 
ing: ‘‘ Your father once showed me great kindness, 
so now I pass it on, in remembrance of him.” 
Afterwards, Mr. Pearse met a boy minus his railway 
fare, which he paid, telling him the incident, and 
saying, ‘“ Pass it on.’”’ The boy, full of gratitude, 
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shouted from the carriage window, “I'll pass it 
on, sir.” 


GOD’S CARE 


A POOR woman, in an Eastern city, made complaint 
to the Sultan that while she slept her all was taken 
by thieves. ‘‘ Wherefore did you sleep?” asked 
the Sultan. ‘“‘ My Lord,” was the response, “I 
slept because I thought you were ever awake.” ‘The 
Sultan, pleased with her simple faith in his care of 
his people, restored to her more than she had lost. 
How calmly may the Christian both lay him down 
and sleep, knowing that his God is ever guarding 
him, for He slumbers not, neither is weary of watch- 
ing. 


HONESTY TRIUMPHANT 


A LITTLE lad once worked in a linen factory in 
Ireland. One day a piece of cloth was needed 
to be sent away in a hurry. The master thought 
a piece which was a little short of the desired 
quantity might be made to answer by stretching. 
So he took down the linen, and unrolled the length 
of the piece, and taking hold of one end, called to 
his boy to take up the other. The boy did so. 

“Now pull, Adam ; pull with all your might,” 
said he. 

The master commenced pulling with his whole 
strength, but the boy stood perfectly still. 

“Pull, Adam,” said he again; ‘‘ why don’t you 
pull?” 

“T can’t,” replied the boy. 
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“Why not?” 

“ Because it is wrong.” 

The master told him he was not fit to make a 
linen merchant, and dismissed him from his service 
in disgrace, little thinking God was calling the boy 
to His own work. 

The boy’s principles of honesty blossomed into 
beautiful Christianity, and ripened into glorious 
fruits of godliness and usefulness. And now multi- 
tudes of people speak with reverence of Adam, 
the little linen apprentice, as Dr. ADAM CLARKE, 
the learned author of one of our most valuable Com- 
mentaries on the Holy Scriptures. 


GOD AS GIVER 


ONE sharp winter day, a poor woman stood at 
the window of a king’s conservatory, looking at a 
cluster of grapes which she longed to have for her 
sick child. She went home to her work, earned half 
a crown, and offered it to the gardener for the 
grapes. He ordered her away. She returned to 
her cottage, snatched the blanket from her bed, 
pawned it for five shillings, and once more asked 
the gardener to sell her the grapes. He spoke 
furiously to her and was turning her out, when the 
princess came in, heard the man’s passion, saw 
the woman’s tears, and asked what was wrong. 
When the story was told she said, ‘“‘ My dear woman, 
you have made a mistake, my father is not a mer- 
chant but a king; his business is not to sell, but 
to give.’”’ So saying, she plucked the cluster from 
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the vine, and dropped it into the woman’s apron. 
All good things from God are gifts. 


DUTY IN LITTLE THINGS 


THERE is a legend of a monk, to whom in his cham- 
ber, the Lord vouchsafed to appear in a vision. 
The vision of Christ brought great peace and joy 
to his heart. Scarcely had he been thus favoured 
for a few moments, when the bell was heard which 
summoned him to the duty of distributing loaves of 
bread tothe poor. Fora moment he hesitated ; then 
he went to his work. Oh, what a sacrifice to leave 
the glorious vision for the dull routine of duty! 
But when he returned to his cell, what was his 
surprise and joy to find the vision of the Lord as 
before, and to be met with the greeting, “‘ Hadst 
thou tarried, I had departed.” 


IMPROVIDENCE 


ZEsop has a fable regarding the ants and the grass- 
hopper. One fine winter’s day the ants were drying 
grain collected in summer. A grasshopper, perish- 
ing with famine, begged for a little food. ‘‘ Why 
did you not gather in summer ? ”’ asked the ants. 
“T had not leisure,” answered the grasshopper. 
“IT passed the days in singing.” ‘‘ Then,” said 
the ants, “‘if you were foolish enough to sing all 
summer, you must dance supperless to bed in 
winter.’”” We must improve youth and every 
season of grace, then in times of trouble we shall 
have stores of strength and comfort for heart, mind, 
and spirit. 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 63 
PROGRESS 


THE world is divided into two classes, those who 
go ahead and do something, and those who sit 
still and inquire, ‘‘ Why was it not done the other 
way?” 

O. W. Ho.LMes. 


BE FIRM 


TENDERHEARTED stroke a nettle 
And it stings you for your pains, 
Grasp it like a man of mettle, 
And it soft as silk remains. 


‘Tis the same with common natures 
Use them kindly, they rebel; 

But be rough as nutmeg graters, 
And the rogues obey you well. 


SECURITY IN THE LIGHT 


Some of the great jewellers have discovered a 
more effective method of securing their establish- 
ments than by the old-fashioned methods of bolts 
and bars and iron shutters; all through the night 
the lights are left brilliantly burning, and the gold 
and gems are found to be most secure in the simple 
shelter of the light. It is true also that the ultimate 
and absolute security for all the splendid treasures 
of our human nature and life will be found, not in 
the bolts and bars of an external prudential pre- 
servation of character, but in that divine light and 
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glory which invests the character whenever the 
heart is full of love and purity. 
W. R. CLARK. 


THE ART OF REFINING 


OnE of Faraday’s workmen by accident dropped 
a little, highly-valued silver cup into a strong acid 
bath. .In a little while it had utterly disappeared. 
But when Faraday came in and learned of it, he 
said nothing, cast another acid into the jar, and 
the silver soon precipitated—a shapeless mass, 
indeed, but every grain there. A few days after 
it came back a more beautiful cup from the hands 
of the silversmith. May not God as readily restore 
our bodies after the decay and disorganization of 
death ? 
GEORGE F. PENTECOST. 


WALK STRAIGHT 


WHEN you see a dog following two men, you know 
not to which of them he belongs while they walk 
together ; but let them come to a parting road, 
and one go one way, and the other another way, 
then you will know which is the dog’s master. 
So at times will you and the world go hand in hand. 
While a man may have the world, and a religious 
profession too, we cannot tell which is the man’s 
master, God or the world; but stay till the man 
comes to a parting road; God calls him this way, 
and the world calls him that way. Well, if God 
be his master, he follows religion, and lets the world 
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go; but if the world be his master, then he follows 
the world and the lusts thereof, and lets God, and 
conscience, and religion go. 

R. ERSKINE. 


A SON’S LOVE 


Dr. MILLER tells of a little boy who had a pet 
canary, which sang very sweetly. The lad’s mother 
was ill, and every sound gave her pain. Her son, 
therefore, removed the cage to a remote part of 
the house. Discovering, however, that the song 
was still distracting the patient, he carried off his 
pet bird and gave it to his companions. In answer 
to his mother’s inquiry, he answered: “I did love 
my canary, but I loved you far more.” 


IF ! 


Ir Jesus Christ be a man, 
And only a man, I say 

That of all mankind I will cleave to Him, 
And to Him will I cleave alway. 


But if Jesus Christ be a God, 
And the only God, I swear 

I will follow Him through heaven and hell, 
The earth, the sea and the air! 
: R. W. GILDER. 


FAITH SUBLIME 


THAT is a grand story of Alexander’s confidence in 
his friend and physician. When the physician had 
. B 
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mixed him a potion for his sickness, a letter was 
put into Alexander’s hand, warning him not drink 
the mixture, for it was poisoned. He held the letter 
in one hand and the cup in the other, and in the 
presence of his friend and physician, he drank up 
the draught ; and after he had drained the cup, he 
bade his friend look at that letter and judge of his 
confidence in him. Alexander had unstaggering 
faith in his friend, which did not admit of doubt. 
“See now,” said he, “‘ how I have trusted you.” 
This is the assurance which the believer should 
exercise towards his God. The cup is very bitter, 
and some tell us it will prove to be deadly; that 
it is so nauseous that we shall never survive the 
draught. Unbelief whispers in our ear, “ Your 
coming tribulation will utterly crush you.” Drink 
it, my brother, and say, “‘ If He slay me, yet will I 
trust in Him.” It cannot be that God should be 
unfaithful to His promise, or unmindful of His cove- 
nant. SPURGEON. 


GLORIA DEO 


SoME workmen exploring a ruin found a dark sub- 
stance encrusted with hard earth. On removing 
the outer shell of solid dust, they came upon a golden 
ring with a valuable gem inset, inscribed ‘‘ Gloria 
Deo.” So the troubles of life that seem to us noth- 
ing but trouble—a dark mass of pain, death, and 
mystery, have gold at the heart; the gold that 
enriches the soul who gets it, and reveals the glory 
of the God who gives it. 


J. M. GrBzon. 
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FAITH TESTED 


A JEWELLER gives as one of the surest tests for dia- 
monds, the ‘‘ water test.”” He says: ‘ An imita- 
tion diamond is never so brilliant as a genuine stone. 
If your eye is not experienced enough to detect a 
difference, a simple test is to place the stone under 
water. The imitation stone is practically extin- 
guished, while a genuine diamond sparkles even 
under water and is distinctly visible. If you place 
a genuine stone beside an imitation under water, 
the contrast will be apparent to the least experienced 
eve. 

Many seem confident of their faith so long as 
they have no trials ; but when the waters of sorrow 
overflow them, their faith loses all its brilliancy. 
It is then that true servants of God, like Job, shine 
forth as genuine jewels of the King. 


AN HONEST BOY 


*‘ JOHNNIE,” said one boy to another, who was 
serving in a grocer’s shop, ‘‘ Give me a good lot; 
your master isn’t looking.” ‘‘ My Master is always 
looking,’’ was the answer. 


THE LORD’S PRAYER 


I usED to think the Lord’s Prayer was a short prayer, 
but as I live longer and see more of life, I begin to 
believe there is no such thing as getting through it. 
If a man praying that prayer were to stop by every 
word until he had thoroughly prayed it, it would 
take him a life-time. 

H. W. BEECHER. 
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A HARVEST SONG 


OncE more the literal year laughs out 
O’er richer stores than gems of gold; 

Once more with harvest ring and shout 
Is nature’s boldest triumph told. 


Our common mother rests and sings, 

Like Ruth among her garnered sheaves; 
Her lap is full of goodly things 

Her brow is bright with autumn leaves 


Oh! favours old, yet ever new 

Oh! blessings with the sunshine sent 
The bounty overruns our due 

The fulness shows our discontent. 


We shut our eyes, the flowers bloom on; 
We murmur, but the corn ears fill; 
We choose the shadow, but the sun 
That casts it, shines behind us still. 
J. G. WHITTIER. 


FOUR THINGS 


THERE are four things God cannot do: He cannot 
lie, He cannot die, He cannot deny Himself, and He 
cannot look favourably on sin. 


HOME AND ITS FURNISHINGS 


THE beauty of the house is order. 

The blessing of the house is contentment. 
The glory of the house is hospitality. 
The crown of the house is godliness. 
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IN A NUTSHELL 


THERE was once in Jerusalem a very wise teacher 
called Hillel. Everybody in the country had heard 
of Hillel, and the ready wise answers he gave to all 
sorts of questions. Well, one day a man came to 
him to see if Hillel was really so wise and ready as 
people said. He asked him if he could teach him 
the whole law while he stood on one foot. ‘‘ I can,” 
said Hillel. ‘‘‘ Love God and love thy neighbour 
as thyself.’ That is the whole law.” 


ARTIFICIAL VERSUS REAL 


Two friends were examining together an artificial 
rose of exquisite make. One of them placed by it 
the real flower, and pointed out the difficulty of 
distinguishing between the two. The other one 
took a microscope, and bade him look through it, 
first at the artificial flower. He did so, and saw 
how coarse was its texture, how full of faults and 
imperfections the whole structure. He then placed 
the microscope over the real rose, and it only showed 
more beautiful and more perfect. So did Christ 
before Pilate, and so has He, through all the ages, 
only shone with greater loveliness and purity as 
He was and has been subjected to the closest 
scrutiny. 


OPPORTUNITIES 


Years ago there worked in Italy a great artist in 
mosaics. He had an apprentice boy, who cleaned 
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and swept his studio. The lad noticed how many 
pretty chips of glass and stone were thrown upon the 
floor and swept away, and he asked his master if he 
might have these. Some months after the master 
was surprised to find hidden in a store-room a 
beautiful piece of mosaic-work—executed by the lad 
with the broken, discarded chips. Thus we should 
gather up the fragments of our time, our knowledge, 
our opportunities, etc., and work them into a life- 
mosaic of usefulness to others and glory to Christ. 


DOING HIS WILL: AN ARAB LEGEND 


THERE was a city in Persia where the streets were 
very dirty, and the judge was cruel and unjust. 
One day Allah (the Arab name for God) sent St. 
Gabriel to take the judge and the street sweeper 
away, and told two angels of equal beauty and power 
to take their place. They both flew gladly to do 
what they were bidden. Mahomet the prophet 
asked, ‘‘ Why, O Allah, hast thou sent that glorious 
Prince to common work which any one could do? ”’ 
Allah answered: “‘ Because that which seems of no 
account to thee is as important as the work of the 
judge. To do it well needs the best.” ‘“‘ But will 
he not envy the other?” asked Mahomet. “‘ Nay,” 
said Allah, “‘ he will be as happy sweeping the streets 
as in the delight of Paradise, for he will be doing my 
will.” 


THE DECEITFULNESS OF RICHES 


I KNow a man of great wealth, who lives in a fine 
mansion-house, surrounded by every element and 
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influence fitted to make life a luxury and a delight ; 
and yet that man is miserable, and drags out a 
dwarfed and wretched existence. He lives in con- 
stant dread lest he should come to want and die in 
the workhouse. 


FORESIGHT 


A WOLF once noticed a wild boar busily sharpening 
his tusks against an oak. ‘‘ What are you doing 
there ?”’ asked the wolf. ‘‘ Getting ready for my 
enemies !’’ answered the boar. ‘‘ But there are no 
enemies in sight !’’ objected the wolf. ‘“‘ No,” said 
the boar, “if there were it would be too late to get 
ready !”’ 


FOUR IMPORTANT THINGS: THINK, LOVE, 
ACT, AND TRUST 


Four things a man must learn to do 
If he would make his record true: 
To think without confusion clearly ; 
To love his fellow-men sincerely ; 
To act from honest motives purely ; 
To trust.in God and heaven securely. 
H. J. VAN DYKE. 


FEEDING THE SPRINGS 


I HEARD a farmer say a little while ago, ‘‘ There is 
nothing like snow for feeding the springs!’ And I 
have known men whose souls were desert-like, who 
have been graciously blessed by the Lord under the 


72 STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 


snows of some chilling sorrow or disappointment. 
And most assuredly the genial springs have been 
born again. It is very frequently a seasonable 
moment, when you want help from anybody, to go 
after they have passed through some grave and 
serious affliction. The wells of sympathy are flow- 
ing, the first step has been taken in the transforma- 
tion of the desert. 

EDWARD B. Bacsy. 


A GERMAN FLOWER-LEGEND 


In the long-ago, when God made the flowers 
In colours of rainbow and sunset and flame, 
The angels wise 
With their smiling eyes 
Sped over the land through the scented bowers 
That gracefully mantled the gaunt earth’s frame— 
From the fair green valley that placid lies, 
To heights where the mountain-pinnacle towers— 
And whispered to each new-born flower its name. 


In the cool of the day the Lord God came— 
As the westering sun its last arrows shot— 
And far and wide 
Passed in loving pride, 
To each flower saying, ‘‘ Tell me thy name!” 
But one blossom wept in its sheltered spot, 
And, “‘I have forgotten, O Lord!”’ it cried. 
The Lord God looked at its penitent shame, 
_And gently He said to it, “ Forget Me not!” 
GRACE ARUNDEL. 
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FOR THE NAME’S SAKE 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT once chanced to notice a 
soldier of his army behaving in a mean and cowardly 
manner. ‘“‘ What is your name?” demanded the 
conqueror. “ Alexander,’ was the frightened reply. 
““ Then,” said the great man, sternly, ‘‘ either change 
thy name or thy behaviour ; for I will not have a 
coward or a cur bearing my name.” 


THE HOUSE OF MERCY 


THERE is a story of a man who dreams that he is out 
in a field in a fierce storm. He seeks a refuge; 
knocks at a gate over which “ Holiness ”’ is written, 
but none save the holy can be admitted, and he is 
not holy. He sees another, but “ Truth” is in- 
scribed above it, and he is not fit toenter. At last, 
when almost in despair, he sees a light shining, and 
hastens towards it. The door stands wide open— 
it is the house of Mercy, and he finds refuge there. 
Dr. J. R. MILLer. 


AMBITION VERSUS DUTY 


It is surely noteworthy, in considering the widely- 
differing careers of Napoleon and Wellington, to find 
that Ambition was the lodestar of the meteoric 
Emperor of the French, whilst the ruling principle 
in the life of our own great Duke was Duty. Some 
one has pointed out that there is not a proclamation 
of Napoleon to his soldiers in which glory is not 
mentioned, nor one in which duty is alluded to ; 
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whilst there is not an order of Wellington to his 
troops in which duty is not inculcated, nor one in 
which glory is mentioned ! 


FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH 


A STRIKING incident of the siege of Paris is recorded 
after an action outside the walls. When the French 
troops were seeking safety in ignoble flight, a French 
mother came to one of the gates towards the even- 
ing ofa winter’s day. Sheasked for her son by name 
from those who came hurriedly trooping in. One 
officer, himself a fugitive, told her that the Germans 
were making no prisoners ; that her son, if ever he 
came back alive, must return that way before dark. 
She watched through the deepening shadows, and at 
last, as the night fell, turned homeward with a cry: 
“Thank God! he did not run away.” She pre- 
ferred that her son should have been faithful to his 
country’s cause—utterly, devotedly faithful, even 
though it was “ faithful unto death.” 
REv. GEO. MILLIGAN, B.D. 


FOREIGN MISSIONS 


A DISCUSSION was once held in the presence of the 
great Duke of Wellington as to the uselessness and 
unprofitableness of foreign missions. Some one at 
last appealed to the Duke. “‘ I have nothing to do 
with results,” said he, ‘“‘nor need I trouble at all 
about them, for they are not my business. But I 
must see to it that I do not dare to ignore the order 
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of my Commanding Officer, ‘Go ye into all the 
world and preach the Gospel to every creature.’ ”’ 


FEAR NOT, BUT WATCH 


“Is there any fear,” asked a timid woman of an old 
Christian sea captain, when the sea was sweeping 
over their ship. ‘“‘ No, madam,’’ was his answer, 
“there is no fear, but there is great danger.” 


CHRISTIAN EVIDENCES 


WHEN the Emperor Frederick of Germany asked his 
chaplain to give him in one sentence a proof of the 
existence of God, the chaplain replied, ‘‘ The Jews, 
your Majesty.” 


THE SABBATH 


THE Sabbath is necessary not because it is com- 
manded, but it is commanded because it is necessary 
F. W. ROBERTSON. 


STORY OF A DEW-DROP 


A DEW-pDRoP falling on the wild sea waves 
Exclaimed in fear: “‘I perish in this grave ; 
But in a shell received, that drop of dew 

Into a pearl of marvellous beauty grew; 

And happy now, the grace did magnify 

Which thrust it forth, as it had feared to die; 
Until again, ‘‘ I perish quite,” it said, 

Torn by a diver’s hand from its ocean bed ; 
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Oh, unbelieving! So it came to gleam 
Chief jewel in a monarch’s diadem. 
From the Persian. 


A FRIEND IN NEED 


THE Rev. ENSoR WALTERS says that one day he was 
walking along one of the poorest streets of his dis- 
trict. He met a little fellow, the child of poverty 
and neglect, who said imperiously to him, “I say, 
governor, fasten my shoe-lace.” Mr. Walters 
half staggered by the familiarity, was passing on, 
regarding it as a piece of native impudence, but the 
poor waif lifted his right arm, and Mr. Walters 
discovered that it was only a stump—a poor, 
maimed, useless limb! The cry was not imperti- 
nence, but sore need. Mr. Walters bent down and 
gave the help needed. 


HOPE 


In that well-known picture called ‘‘ Hope,” painted 
by Mr. G. F. Watts, the figure sits, robed in the most 
beautiful of blues, firmly on the round earth, from 
which all else is fled. The lyre alone is left her, and 
only one string of this remains unbroken. Blind- 
folded as she is, she leans her ear close to the one 
unbroken string, and draws from it the music that 
still is latent there. So intent is she on the music 
that is left that all losses are forgotten, and the whole 
round world is music to her ear, because her whole 
attention is centred on the one spot whence music 
can be drawn. 
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BY PROXY 


It is human nature to desire to serve by proxy. 
The easiest way always is to send the other man. 
Oftentimes he does not go, and the work remains 
undone. Christ will never be satisfied with proxy 
service. He wants the man, and his method, and 
his personality, as well as the power of benevolence. 
When he says, ‘‘ Follow Me,’”’ He does not mean, 
“Look up a substitute.” The pressure of the call 
is intensely individual, a call to personal service. 


BEGIN AT HOME 


Do you wish the world were better ? 

Let me tell you what to do. 
Set a watch upon your actions, 

Keep them always straight and true. 
Rid your mind of selfish motives, 

Let your thoughts be clear and high, 
You can make a little Eden . 

Of the sphere you occupy. 

E. W. WILcox. 


ONE OF THE LEAST, 


THE farmer counts his sheep, the woman her pieces 
of money, the father his children, one by one. Who 
else counts one by one? Godcounts us one by one. 
That is how He counts you, one by one. “ It is not 
the will of your Father Who is in Heaven that one of 
these little ones should be lost.”” Sheep and oxen 
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are of value to the farmer, money is useful to all, 
children are dear to parents, but nothing is so 
valuable or so dear as a soul is to God. 


CHRISTLIKENESS 


A GREAT preacher once said :—‘“ I have often been 
delighted with the ingenuity displayed by a mother 
when having her baby photographed, how, though 
obliged to hold the child, she manages to avoid being 
included in the picture, so as to have the photo- 
graph entirely taken up by her beloved one. Oh, 
that we could all so live and so preach that men 
never saw, never heard, never thought about us, 
but only saw, and heard, and admired Christ.” 


THE TROUBLES OF LIFE 


SOMETIMES I compare the troubles which we have to 
undergo in the course of the year, to a great bundle 
of faggots, far too large for us to lift ; but God does 
not require us to carry the whole at once ; he merci- 
fully unties the bundle, and gives us first one stick, 
which we are to carry to-day, and then another, 
which we are to carry to-morrow, and soon. This 
we might easily manage, if we would only take the 
burden appointed for us each day ; but we choose 
to increase our troubles, by carrying yesterday’s 
stick over again to-day, and adding to-morrow’s 
burden to our load, before we are required to bear it. 


NEWTON. 
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A THOUGHT FOR THE NEW YEAR 


Just to be tender, just to be true; 
Just to be glad the whole day through ; 
Just to be merciful, just to be mild; 
Just to be trustful as a child; 

Just to be gentle and kind and sweet ; 
Just to be helpful with willing feet. 
Just to be cheery when things go wrong; 
Just to drive sadness away with a song. 
Whether the hour is dark or bright, 
Just to be loyal to God and right. 

Just to believe that God knows best ; 
Just in His promises ever to rest ; 

Just to let love be our daily key— 
This is God’s will for you and for me. 


FOLLOW YOUR LEADER 


WALKING once on a pitchy dark night in company 
with a friend who knew the road well, I said to him, 
“‘T shall follow you, so as to be right.” Ina little, 
I stumbled into a ditch. ‘“‘ You have led me into a 
ditch,” I said. ‘“‘ Then you have not followed me 
exactly,” was the reply ; “‘ for I have kept free.” I 
had to acknowledge that I had gone a little to one 
side, thinking that of no consequence. So it is, 
thought I, with the Christian following Christ ; as 
long as he follows Him exactly, he is safe ; but when 
he turns aside, however little, he is liable to stumble 
into the ditch. 
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FOUR KINDS OF HEARERS 


THERE are four different kinds of hearers of the 
Word—those like a sponge, that suck up good and 
bad together, and let both run out immediately ; 
those like a sand-glass, that let what enters in at one 
ear pass out at the other, hearing without thinking ; 
those like the strainer, letting go the good and re- 
taining the bad ; and those like a sveve, letting go the 
chaff and retaining the good grain. 
BOSTON. 


THE COMMON PLACE 


THERE is a legend of an artist who long sought for 
a piece of sandalwood, out of which to carve a 
Madonna. He was about to give up in despair, 
leaving the vision of his life unrealized, when in a 
dream he was bidden to carve his Madonna from a 
block of oak wood which was destined for the fire. 
He obeyed and produced his masterpiece from this 
log of common fire-wood. Many of us lose great 
opportunities in life by waiting to find sandalwood 
for our carvings, when they really lie hidden in the 
common logs we burn. 


SUNDAY REST 


A GENTLEMAN was once directing the attention of 
his friend to the objects of interest visible from his 
observatory. ‘‘ Just beyond the river,” he said, “is 
a city which on the Sabbath day can be distinctly | 
seen.” ‘‘ Why,” asked the friend, ‘‘ can it be better 
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seen on the Sabbath than on any other days?” 
“ Because,” was the reply, ‘‘ on other days the smoke 
from its chimneys settles about the city, and hides 
it from sight ; but on the Sabbath, when the fac- 
tories are still and the smoke is gone, the city, with 
its glittering spires, is clearly seen.”’ So on the 
Sabbath, when the smoke and dust of earth and its 
cares have settled away, through the clear trans- 
parent air can be distinctly seen the City of God, and 
the pathway leading thither. 


GOD’S GUIDING HAND 


A LITTLE girl, the proud possessor of a new muff, 
went for a walk, one slippery winter’s day, with her 
father, but was so busy hugging her new treasure, 
that she would not take her father’s hand, as she 
usually did. Presently she slipped, and her father 
said, ““ You had better take my hand, or you will 
fall.’’ Still immersed in the glories of the muff, 
however, the little maid again refused, and very 
soon after fell headlong, muff and all, on the treach- 
erous path. How like this is to God's bigger children. 
We are so busy holding on with both hands to our 
earthly possessions, that we will not put our hand 
into God’s strong Hand, until a fall shows us our 
folly. 


COURTESY 


Ir is related of St. Gregory the Great that he always 
distributed his alms amongst the poor with so much 


courtesy and sweetness, that the needy ones were 
F 
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able to receive his charity without the bitterness of 
feeling that they were beggars; and it is said he 
would always address the old men amongst his 
protegés as “‘ my father.” 


A GRAND EPITAPH 
MAJOR-GENERAL CHARLES GEORGE GORDON— 


Who, at all times 
and everywhere, gave his strength 
to the weak, 
his substance to the poor, 
his sympathy to the suffering, 
his heart to God. 


ONLY ONE SCHOLAR 


AN elderly woman, who held a small Sunday school 
for the rough farm lads at a tiny church on a bleak 
moor, and who trudged four miles over the lonely 
moorland to do so, each Sunday afternoon, once 
started to reach her little class on a wild winter’s 
day. So furious was the storm that she hesitated 
whether to go on, thinking that none of her little 
flock would trouble to go to the Sunday-school on so 
boisterous a day. However, she persevered, fear- 
ing lest any should go and not find her at her post. 
Only one lad appeared, and he the roughest of them 
all, and a by no means regular attendant. How- 
ever, the good woman carefully and prayerfully 
gave her address, and went home feeling rather down- 
hearted at the little impression she seemed to have 
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made on the boy. Very soon after this, the lad 
enlisted ; and years after, the brave teacher heard 
through the Army chaplain, of the young fellow’s 
death in action ; and how the lad had told the good 
chaplain that he had been led to give his heart and 
life to God’s service through the deep impression 
made upon him by his teacher’s devotion in coming 
so far through the storm that winter’s afternoon. 
“T never thought there was much in religion, and 
only went to see if she’d come,” said the young 
soldier, ‘‘ and when she came and was as careful as 
if the class were all there, I knew there must be 
something in it.” 


THE BIBLE 


IT is told of Sir Walter Scott, that in the feebleness 
of his last hours, when the pen had dropped from 
his nerveless fingers, and his mind had felt the shock 
of exhausting labours, he asked his son-in-law 
Lockhart to read to him. ‘‘ What shall I read,” 
said Lockhart. ‘‘ Need youask? There is but one 
Book,” was the reply. Surrounded by a vast 
library of books in all languages, he yet felt in his 
dying hours, that there was but one Book worth 
listening to. Lockhart read to him the fourteenth 
chapter of John. 


CONTENTMENT 


Dr. Pusey, the celebrated Anglican, had five good 
rules for gaining and keeping contentment :— 
Never allow yourself to complain of anything, 
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even the weather ; for God overrules all for good. 
Never rail at your place in life; God put you 
there. 
Never compare your lot with others; God has 
equally divided unto each what is best for them. 
Never wish for things you have not ; God knows 
what is best for you. 
Never dwell with dread on to-morrow ; God will 
be then, as much as now. 


GET TO WORK 


A MINISTER once preached to his congregation a 
powerful sermon on the words, ‘‘ Why stand ye 
here all the day idle? ’’ The sermon made a great 
impression, and the next day a lady of wealth and 
leisure called on the man of God and said, ‘‘ Doctor, 
Iwantaspade!”’ Itisapastor’s business to supply 
spades. 


BURIED IN PLEASURE 


FABLE tells of a bee that found a pot of honey ready 
made, and thought it would be fine to save all the 
trouble of flying about the meadows and gathering 
its sweet stores, little by little, out of the cups of 
flowers, and it began to sip out of the pot. Then it 
went on and revelled in the sweets, but when it began 
to get tired and cloyed, it found, poor bee! that 
its wings were all clogged and would not open, nor 
could it drag its body out of the mass. So it died, 
buried in pleasure. 
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HUMILITY 


OF all trees, I observe God hath chosen the vine, 
a low plant that creeps upon the helpful wall; of 
all beasts, the soft and patient lamb ; of all fowls, the 
mild and guileless dove. Christ is the Rose of the 
field and the Lily of the valley. When God appeared 
to Moses it was not in the sturdy oak or lofty cedar, 
but in an abject shrub, the bush, as if by this choice 
he would check the conceited arrogance of man. 


THE MELODY OF THE HEART 


THERE is a story of song birds being brought over 
the sea. There were thirty-six thousand of them, 
mostly canaries. At first after the ship sailed the 
sea was calm, and the birds were silent ; they kept 
their little heads underneath their wings, and not a 
note was heard. But the third day out the ship 
struck a furious gale. The emigrants were terrified, 
the children wailed. Then this strange thing hap- 
pened. As the tempest reached its height, the birds 
all began to sing—first one, then another, until the 
whole thirty-six thousand were singing as if their 
little throats would burst. If we fully understood 
the covenant of God in the resurrection of His Son 
Jesus Christ, and believed His promises, should not 
our song break forth in tenfold joy ? 
Dr. J. R. MILLER. 


THE CROSS 


Dr. ALEXANDER WHYTE relates how, one morning 
at family worship, he had been reading about the 
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Cross, and he stooped down and asked his little 
four-year-old, at his knee, ‘“‘ Do you know what a 
cross is, my boy?” ‘Oh, yes, father,” was the 
reply, ‘‘it’s just the thing we climb on when we go 
to heaven.” 


IMPORTANCE OF A RIGHT DECISION 


On the summit of a hill in a Western State is a court- 
house so situated that the raindrops that fall on one 
side of the roof descend into Lake Erie, and thence 
through the St. Lawrence into the Atlantic. The 
drops on the other side trickle down from rivulet 
to river until they reach the Ohio and Mississippi, 
and enter the ocean by the Gulf of Mexico. A faint 
breath of wind determines the destination of those 
raindrops for three thousand miles. So a single | 
act sometimes determines a human destiny for time 
and for eternity. 


BY ITS WORKS, ETC 


IN an argument which Dr. Pentecost once had with 
an atheist, the latter said the reason he did not 
believe in the Bible was because he did not know the 
author. Dr. Pentecost replied: “ Well, my friend, 
is the multiplication table a work of authority with 
mathematicians ?”’ “‘ Most certainly.’ “‘Do you 
you know who the author of that tableis?’’ He 
frankly confessed hisignorance. “‘ Then, I suppose,” 
added Dr. Pentecost, ‘‘ being a scientific man and a 
conscientious sceptic, you never use the multipli- 
cation table?” “‘ Oh, yes,” he replied, “it proves 
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itself to be true by its works.” ‘‘ Then, my friend, 
shall we not be allowed to say that we know the 
Bible is a work of absolute authority, because it 
works well in its own sphere.” 


ONLY A BROKEN KNIFE-POINT 


A SHIP was once wrecked on the Irish coast. The 
captain was a careful one. Nor had the weather 
been of so severe a kind as to explain the wide 
distance to which the vessel had swerved from her 
proper course. The ship went down, but so much 
interest attached to the disaster that a diver was 
sent down. Among other portions of the vessel 
that were examined was the compass that was 
swung on deck, and inside the compass-box was 
detected a bit of steel, which appeared to be the 
small point of a pocket-knife blade. 

It appeared that the day before the wreck a 
sailor had been sent to clean the compass, had used 
his pocket-knife in the process, and had unconsciously 
broken off the point and left it remaining in the box. 
That bit of knife-blade exerted its influence on the 
compass and to a degree that deflected the needle 
from its proper bent and spoilt it as an index of the 
ship’s direction. That piece of knife-blade wrecked 
the vessel. 

Even one trifling sin, as small as a broken knife- 
point, as it were, is able to rob the conscience of 
peace and happiness. 


Joun McNEILL. 
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POLISHED JEWELS 


A CRYSTAL is sometimes formed in the embrace of a 
boulder of granite. Toclear it of its rough enclosure, 
and to bring its beautiful facets to the light, Nature 
submerges it in deep waters, shatters it by tempests, 
and abrades it by contact with stones and mud and 
the rubbish of the sea. Thus a redeemed soul is by 
the plan of God immersed in the cares and toils and 
enticements and usefulness of a world of sin, so that 
by sheer resistance to evil, and abrasion with 
depravity, it may be polished to the transparent 
image of Him Who made it. 


A SKILFUL ENGINEER 


DurinG the digging of holes for some telegraph 
poles not long ago, the workmen noticed a mouse 
which had fallen into one of the cavities. For hours 
the tiny prisoner raced frantically around the 
enclosure. Then he seemed to get over his hysterics 
and set his wits to work. Soon he began systema- 
tically to dig a spiral groove, round and round the 
inner surface of the hole, which was several feet 
deep. Night and day the busy little captive worked 
away, digging little pockets here and there as his 
improvised staircase got farther from the ground, 
so that he might rest from his hard labours. The 
workmen kept him supplied with food, and after the 
third day the indefatigable little creature reached the 
top, and enthusiastic cheering welcomed his freedom. 
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THE MAGNET OF THE CROSS 


THEY say that in some of our large millinery estab- 
lishments many needles are lost in the course of a 
day, and in seeking to recover them a young woman 
goes round at night holding a magnet near the floor, 
attracting thereby every minute particle of steel, 
and so recovering all. So, in seeking to regain lost 
souls, the Holy Spirit goes through the world 
employing the magnet of the Cross everywhere to 
draw men to Himself by the power of Love. 


GOD’S WINNOWING 


I REMEMBER, when a boy in my father’s barn, turning 
round by the handle of the fanners, the big wooden 
fan inside which separated the grain from the chaff 
and broken bits of straw. This instrument is a 
legacy from the Romans, and was called by them a 
tvibulum, from which our word tribulation comes. 
The early Christians compared a trial or trouble to a 
passing through the tribulum or fanners, in order 
that by it their nature might be winnowed, that they 
might be sifted as wheat... . 

J. McNEILL. 


SECRET JOYS 


THERE lived once a young girl whose perfect grace 
of character was the wonder of those who knew 
ther. She wore on her neck a gold locket which no 
one was ever allowedtoopen. Oneday,ina moment 
of unusual confidence, one of her companions was 
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allowed to touch its spring and learn its secret 
She saw written these words: ‘‘ Whom having not 
seen, I love.’ That was the secret of her beautiful 
life. She had been changed into the Same Image. 
HENRY DRUMMOND. 


PRUDENCE 


A RIGHT good thing is prudence, 
And they are useful friends, 

Who never make beginnings 
Until they see the ends. 

But give me now and then a man, 
And I will make him king, 

Just to take the consequences, 
And just to do the thing. 


A CONTENTED MAN 


It is related of a certain discontented king, that he 
was once advised to find a perfectly happy man and 
change coats with him. Such a man was found at 
last, but—he had no coat! 


FAITHFULNESS IN WORK 


YEARS ago a humble chain-maker lived in a German 
town. He was poor, unknown, but an excellent 
workman. Faithfulness was his motto, every link 
of every chain was made perfectly. At length one 
of his chains lay on the deck of a great ocean vessel 
attached to the sheet-anchor, when a terrible storm 
raged, that snapped chain after chain of the other 
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anchors. But finally the sheet-anchor was dropped, 
and the old German chain-maker’s work stood 
the test and saved the vessel. So faithful service: or 
friendship often acts in the voyage of life. 


SHARING JOY 


A WEALTHY man displaying one day his jewels to a 
philosopher, the latter said, “‘ Thank you, sir, for 
being willing to share such magnificent jewels with 
me.” “Share them with you, sir ? ”’ exclaimed the 
man; ‘“‘what do you mean?” “ Why, you allow 
me to look at them, and what more can you do with 
them yourself?” replied the philosopher. 


FOUNDATION STONES 


“SEE, father,” said a lad, who was walking with 
his father, ‘‘ they are knocking away the props from 
under the bridge! What are they doing that for ? 
Won’t the bridge fall?” ‘“‘ They are knocking them 
away,’ said the father, “‘ that the timbers may rest 
more firmly upon the stone piers, which are now 
finished.”’ God only takes away our earthly props 
that we may rest more firmly upon Him. 


HOLDING THE REINS 


A LITTLE fellow sat on horseback in front of his 
father, and held in his baby hands the reins that 
guided the spirited animal on which they rode, 
though, unseen by the child, the reins were also 
firmly held by his father’s strong hand. A swiftly 
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approaching vehicle caused the father’s practised 
hand to instantly guide the horse, by a quick 
pressure on one rein, out of harm’s way, and the 
child looked up and said, ‘‘ Oh father, I thought I 
was driving, but I’m so glad to find you are holding 
the reins all the time.” 


HALF A POINT OFF THE COURSE 


ALMOST is not sufficient. A gentleman crossing the 
English Channel stood near the helmsman. It was 
a calm and pleasant evening, and no one dreamed 
of a possible danger to their good ship. But a 
sudden flapping of a sail, as if the wind had shifted, 
caught the ear of the officer on watch, and he sprang 
at once to the wheel, examining closely the compass. 
“You are half a point off the course,” he said 
sharply to the man at the wheel. The deviation 
was corrected, and the officer returned to his post. 
“You must steer very accurately,”’ said the looker- 
on, ‘‘ when only half a point is so much thought 
of.” “Ah! half a point in many places might 
bring us directly on the rocks,” he said. What 
avails being almost right, if destruction is the end ? 


CHRISTIAN UNITY 


Just before the great battle of Trafalgar, it came 
to Nelson’s ears that two of his officers were on bad 
terms with each other, and refused to speak or work 
together. Sending for the two gentlemen, he pointed 
to where the French fleet lay, and said gravely, 
“Sirs, yonder is the enemy! We are all friends! 
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Now shake hands!” The two officers, ashamed of 
their petty private quarrels, obeyed; and after- 
wards fought in brotherly union against their 
common foe. If the Christian Churches would but 
spend the strength they waste at present in quar- 
relling among themselves, against “‘ the common 
foe,”” how soon might not God’s Kingdom come 
indeed ! ” 


A.BRAVE ETONIAN 


WHEN Coley Patterson was a boy at Eton, and 
captain of the cricket eleven, he was present one 
evening at a “‘ cricketing supper,” when one of the 
boys told a foul story. The young fellow stood up 
before all the table, around which were seated his 
schoolmates, and said, ‘‘ If any more such stories 
are told in my presence, I resign my captaincy and 
leave this school.’’ His words took effect, and thus, 
by the steadfast courage of one lad, Christian prin- 
ciples triumphed in a great school. That boy 
became worthy to be chosen for the life he after- 
wards lived as a martyr bishop who laid down his 
life for Christ on an island in the Pacific. 


SOUND THE RETREAT 


THE little English drummer boy’s apt reply to 
Napoleon indicates a spirit of love. When the 
little drummer was brought prisoner before Napo- 
leon, he was told to sound the retreat. ‘I never 
learnt it,’ was the prompt answer. Love has never 
learnt to sound the retreat or practise it. Love 
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is ever accompanied by faith and hope, and in their 

company it always dares to pursue its course, 

however great may appear the odds against it. 
A. J. Parry. 


BEYOND HUMAN POWER 


THERE are a great many old-fashioned things that 
are, though old, very beautiful. No paint can im- 
prove the bloom of the June roses ; nor can the most 
modern art make more perfect the lily. You cannot 
improve the cuckoo’s plaintive cry, nor change 
for the better the nightingale’s serenade, nor the 
oriflamme on the robin’s breast, nor the iris on the 
ring-dove’s neck. Can you add to the beauty of a 


summer’s day . . . or the sky, with its sun by day 
and its suns without number by night ? 
J. M. GIBBon. 


AN EPIGRAM ON CHRISTIANITY 


TWENTY years ago I was privileged to hear the late 
Dr. Parker put the Gospel in a nutshell, in his own 
masterly way, in the following scintillating epigram : 
“All man’s religion, without exception, is man 
seeking after God. Christianity is God seeking 
man.” 


PROCRASTINATION 


THERE is an old story of how Satan assembled his 
legions once to consider what would be the way to 
bring man to ruin. One evil spirit suggested that 
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the best way would be to tell them that there was no 
God. But Satan said that plan had been tried 
often, and men would not accept such a belief. Tell 
them there is no truth in God’s Word, said another. 
That also is useless, was the reply. We will tell 
them that ‘“‘ there’s no hurry,” said Satan, and all 
the devils agreed that that was the best way of 
ruining mankind. 


BROTHERLINESS 


A story is told of two Alpine travellers who were 
caught in a terrible snowstorm; and as they de- 
scended wearily and half dead with cold, they came 
upon another unfortunate traveller completely over- 
come, and lying in the snow. They knew that if he 
were left to lie there it meant death ; yet they were 
anxious to reach a place of safety before being them- 
selves overcome. ‘‘ We cannot save him, let us 
look after ourselves,’ said one; and hurried on. 
The other remained ; and half-numbed though he 
was, began to rub and chafe the frozen hands and 
feet of the senseless traveller, until the unfortunate 
one began to slowly revive. The exercise sent an 
electric thrill of warmth through the rescuer’s own 
body, restoring his circulation which had begun to 
chill ; and by the time the third traveller was able 
to walk again, the good Samaritan was in a healthy 
glow. Together they reached a place of safety ; 
but the man who had tried to save his own life only, 
perished in the snow, overcome by the deadly cold. 
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HONESTY 


AN old book tells how an officer of the Custom House 
at Weymouth went aboard a ship to search, and 
perceived a goodly quantity of leather (an article 
on which duty was payable). ‘‘ What do I see 
yonder? Methinks I see leather.” The merchant 
clapped two pieces of gold before the officer’s eyes 
and asked him what he didsee now. ‘‘ Nothing,’ he 
replied, and swore that gold was the worst metal in 
the world to make spectacles of. To-day gold is 
often used to hide wrong-doing, and worshipped by 
men as truly as the golden calf was by the Israelites. 


OBEY YOUR PARENTS 


THE governor of a large prison in America says he 
believes his prison is chiefly filled by disobedient 
children—people whose parents did not enforce 
obedience on them, when they were young. ‘‘ When- 
ever I hear a little child in the street,’’ he declares, 
“say to its mother, ‘I shan’t,’ and she weakly 
allows it to have its own way, I always think, 
“There’s a candidate for a cell in my gaol by-and- 
by 8 a) 


HOMELIFE THE INDEX 


SOME time ago a man who claimed perfection went 
to Evangelist Moody and commiserated him on his 
low level of Christian experience. Mr. Moody, ina 
kind manner, asked his caller if he never sinned nor 
did any wrong. ‘‘ No; I have not sinned for years. 
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Neither have I done anything that was wrong,” was 
the prompt reply. ‘‘ Well, ’'m glad to know it,” 
said Mr. Moody. ‘‘ But, before I am convinced, I 
would like to ask your wife.” 


A TRUE GENTLEMAN 


THE late Prince Consort was a true gentleman, 
and solicitously trained his own children in the 
strictest courtesy towards high and low alike. It is 
related that he once, accompanied by his eldest 
son, afterwards Edward VII, and then quite a young 
lad, rode across a toll-bridge during a long canter, 
in a part of the country unfamiliar to both. The 
toll-keeper, however, recognising the distinguished 
horsemen, respectfully saluted them both, receiving 
from the Prince Consort a courteous acknowledg- 
ment of the greeting: but the young Prince of 
Wales, boyishly occupied with the enjoyment of 
his ride, dashed past unheeding the man’s salutation. 
A few minutes later the young Prince returned, 
and blushingly raising his hat, said to the astonished 
keeper, ‘‘ I beg your pardon for not noticing your 
salute !”’ 


GRATITUDE 


THANKFULNESS to God ; howitisto beshown. On 

the stone in Westminster Abbey covering the grave 

of Mr. George Peabody there is inscribed this sen- 

tence, uttered by him in his old age, and recorded 

by a friend who heard it: “I have prayed my 

Heavenly Father day by day that I may be enabled 
G 
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before I die to show my gratitude for the blessings 
which He has bestowed upon me, by doing some great 
good to my fellow-men.” 


PASS THE WORD ALONG 


In deserts, when caravans are in want of water, 
they send a rider some distance ahead ; then, after 
a little space, another follows; and then, after a 
short interval, another. As soon as the first man 
finds water, before he stoops to drink, he shouts 
aloud the word “Come.” The next one repeats 
the word ‘‘ Come.”” So the shout is passed along, 
until the whole wilderness echoes with the word 
““Come.”’ So it is with Christian men and women. 
It is not enough to find the living water ourselves. 
We must say “‘ Come ”’ to those who are searching 
for it. 


BESETTING SINS 


BEFORE the battle of Trafalgar, in his last council 
with his captains, Nelson explained his general plan 
to them, and gave them full instructions as to the 
way in which he designed the engagement to be 
carried out. “But,” he added, finally, “if any 
of you, in the smoke and confusion of the fight, can- 
not see my signals, you cannot do wrong if you lay 
your ship alongside an enemy’s, and fight her!” 

So with Christians. The arch-enemy is sin, in 
the soul and in society. When we cannot see the 
Captain’s signals, let us grapple with our besetting 
sins, and the evils still flourishing in the world—and 
fight them ! 
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A HARVEST LESSON 


A FARMER went with his son into a wheat-field to 
see if it was ready for harvest. ‘‘ See, father,’ 
exclaimed the boy, “‘ how straight these stems hold 
up their heads. They must be the best ones. Those 
that hang their heads down, I am sure, cannot be 
good for much.” The farmer plucked a stalk of 
each kind, and said: ‘‘ See here, foolish child. This 
stalk that stood so straight is light-headed and almost 
good for nothing ; while this that hung its head so 
modestly is full of the most beautiful grain.” 


THE ONLY SAFE WAY 


ARCHDEACON FARRAR, in one of his total abstinence 
arguments, remarks: ‘‘ Cruikshank the artist 
offered £100 for proof of a violent crime committed 
by a total abstainer; and the money remains 
unclaimed to this day. I offer as much for proof of 
any one case—either in the church or out of it— 
where drunkenness has been cured without total 
abstinence. In the present shaky circumstances, 
the only safe way of drinking—as an Irishman puts 
it— is to ‘leave off before you begin.’ ”’ 


GOD’S PATIENCE WITH MEN 


It is observable that the Roman magistrates, when 
they gave sentence upon any one to be scourged, 
had a bundle of rods, tied hard with many knots, 
laid before them. The reason was this,—that 
whilst the beadle was untying the knots, which he 


100 STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 


was to do by order, and not in any other hasty or 
sudden way, the magistrate might see the deport- 
ment and carriage of the delinquent,—whether he 
was sorry for his fault, and showed any hope of 
amendment—that then he might recall his sentence, 
or mitigate his punishment: otherwise, he was cor- 
rected so much the more severely. Thus God in 
the punishment of sinners,—how patient is He; 
how loath to strike! how slow to anger ! 
SPENCER. 


A CHEERFUL SPIRIT 


THE poet Carpini once asked his friend Haydn 
how it happened that his church music was almost 
always of an animated, cheerful, and even gay 
description. The great composer replied, “ I cannot 
make it otherwise. I write according to the thoughts 
I feel, and when I think upon God, my heart is so 
full of joy that notes dance and leap, as it were, 
from my pen And since God has given me a 
cheerful heart, it will easily be forgiven me that I 
serve Him with a cheerful spirit.” 


A CHILD’S INFLUENCE 


‘‘] SHALL never forget the impression made upon 
me during the first year of my ministry by a me- 
chanic whom I had visited and on whom I had, 
ineffectually, urged the paramount duty of family 
prayer. One day he entered my study, and bursting 
into tears said, “ You remember my girl, sir? She 
was my only child. She died suddenly this morn 
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ing. She has gone to God, I hope. But if so, 
she can tell Him what breaks my heart—that she 
had never heard a prayer in her father’s house, or 
from her father’s lips.’ ” 

N. McLEop. 


THE MAINSPRING BROKEN 


THE big clock in the tower of the great railway 
terminus had stopped, and all its four faces told 
the same sad story of inner failure. We all have a 
fourfold life facing four ways—a business face, a 
church face, a home face, a heavenward face—but 
it is the heart that makes these four faces right or 
wrong, useless, or useful. If the heart-religion 
stops, all stop. 


CHRIST HIGH 


SOME workmen, during a fog in London, were 
engaged in repairing a tall steeple, and when they 
got to the top they found they were in the sun- 
shine, with the blue sky above them and the noise 
of the city in the blackness below. So, if you climb 
high enough, you will be far above the reach of 
the agitations and distractions of life. The more 
we see of Christ’s beauty, glory, and power, the 
greater will be our desire, like Peter’s, to abide with 
Him. Dr. MACLAREN. 


SPIRITUAL LIFE 


Tue soul is like a musician sitting at his organ 
and drawing from it delicate and delicious music. 
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But the instrument grows old; the musician can 
no longer play as before. At last the organ refuses 
to give a sound. It stops. Do you infer from 
that that the musician is dead, or that he is only a 
property of the organ? No. Give him a new 
instrument and you will see that his power is as 
great as ever. So when the human body grows 
old, the brain becomes feeble, and we cannot re- 
collect as we once could, we cannot think as we 
once could. Give the soul a new instrument, 
a spiritual body, and it will be seen that its power 
is the same as ever. 
J. F. CLARKE. 


A GREAT QUESTION 


A SMALL child went to its mother, and in the half 
careless way of childhood asked her, “‘ Who is 
God?” “If you really want to know, dear, ask 
me again to morrow,” said the mother gravely. 
Impressed by the mother’s earnest manner, the 
child remembered its question, and again asked 
for an answer; and was again put off until the 
next day. Then, when its interest had been raised 
to the highest point, the mother very earnestly 
told the child something of the great Being from 
Whom all being flows, to Whom all worship and 
love and wonder is due. The child, whose ques- 
tion had at first only been casually asked, was so 
deeply impressed that he never all through his life 
forgot that answer to his query. So it is with 
prayer. Sometimes we hardly realize what we ask, 
and God puts us off until our souls are awake to the 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 103 


seriousness and vast importance of our own requests, 
sending His answer when we are fit to receive it. 


THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN 


In a family one child can come to its parents and 
ask in proper language, another can only just lisp 
his desire in broken accents. The second is heard 
as well as the first. But there is a third who cannot 
speak at all: he can simply stretch out his little 
hands and cry. Is he despised and refused ? 
Why, the big tear pleads for him, and his needs are 
often the first to be satisfied. So our Heavenly 
Father supplies His children’s needs when they cry 
to Him. 
H. W. BEECHER. 


GOD’S FOOTPRINTS 


SOMEBODY once asked an Arabian, as he sat in 
his tent in the desert: ‘‘ How do you know there 
is a God?” He responded: ‘‘ How do I know 
whether it wasa man or a camel that went by my 
tent last night?’’ The answer was given: ‘“ By 
the footprints.” The Arab replied: “ That is the 
way I know God. I know Him by His footprints. 
They are all around me.” 


OPPORTUNITY 


In one of the Greek cities there stood long ago a 
statue. Every trace of it has vanished now, but 
there is still in existence an epigram which gives 
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us an excellent description of it, and if we read the 
words we can surely discover the lesson which 
those wise old Greeks meant that the statue should 
teach to every passer-by. 

The epigram is in the form of a conversation 
between a traveller and the statue. 

“What is thy name, O statue ? ”’ 

“T am called ‘ Opportunity.’ ”’ 

“Who made thee.” 

“ Lysippus.” 

“Why art thou standing on thy toes?” 

“To show that I stand but for a moment.” 

“Why hast thou wings on thy feet ?” 

“To show how quickly I pass by.” 

“ But why is thy hair so long on thy forehead ? ” 

“That men may seize me when they meet me.” 

“Why, then, is thine head so bald behind ? ” 

“To show that when I have once passed I cannot 
be caught.” 


HABITUAL SIN 


A LITTLE boy went one day, for the first time, 
into an engine factory, but the loud noise of the 
vast machinery made his head ache so badly that 
he was glad to make a hasty escape from the cla- 
morous din. As he ran out of the door, a workman 
entered, and the child said to him, ‘“‘ Oh, doesn’t 
the dreadful noise make your head ache?” The 
workman looked at the child and shook his head, 
saying, ‘‘Ican’t hear what you are saying, sonny. 
I’ve worked here for fifteen years, and I’m stone 
deaf! ”’ 
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So it is with habitual sin. At first our hearts 
ache, our consciences prick. But with continued 
practice of evil habits there comes at last a numbness 
and a deadness, which only God can cure. 


HE DIED CLIMBING 


THERE is in a little churchyard in Switzerland a 
simple inscription on the tomb of one who perished 
in an Alpine accident, which has always appealed 
to me with singular force: ‘‘ He died climbing.” 
He had heard the call of the mountains, and lost 
his life in endeavouring to respond. We have heard 
the call of the risen Christ, but, unlike the climber, 
we gain our lives in our sustained attempt to 
respond worthily. ‘Seek those things that are 
above ”’ is a call to enjoy the largest possible life, 
for the very struggle develops latent possibilities 
and capacities, and each step upward is into fuller 
liberty and more perfect manhood. 


A SONG AND ITS MISSION | 


A NOTED preacher once said inasermon, “‘ A young 
man recently told me how he was drawn to love 
and serve Christ by hearing a great vocalist sing 
‘I know that my Redeemer liveth.” Happening 
to be acquainted with the great singer,” continued 
the minister, ‘‘ I told her of this; and with tears 
in her eyes she turned eagerly to me and said: 
‘Thank you for telling, me. I never sing that 
particular solo without first asking God to bless it 
to my hearer’s souls. And you see how God re- 
wards me!’” 
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PRACTISE THE PRESENCE OF GOD 


To practise the presence of God—that is, the 
presence of Infinite Goodness, Nobleness, Sweetness, 
Love, the presence not of a Jupiter, but of Jesus 
Christ—how would that hamper any life? ‘‘ God’s 
presence,”’ said the old theologians, ‘‘ is repletive.” 
It does not exclude, but fills and completes. The 
more it is felt, the more room is there for other 
things. | 
J. M. GIBBON. 


STEER STRAIGHT 


FIFTEEN miles from Sandy Hook the pilot comes on 
board the English steamer to navigate it into New 
York Harbour. I remember his climbing on boaré 
on the last occasion that I made the passage. 
The great steamer slowed, and as we looked down 
from the deck into the dark night we could see a 
lantern on the surface of the ocean, where his boat 
was lying. Presently he emerged from the pitchy 
darkness and reached the deck. From that moment 
the anxieties of the captain were at an end, and 
he might refresh himself in deep, long slumbers. 
So, when Christ is on board our life, the government 
is upon His shoulders, and of the increase of His 
government and of our peace there is no end. 
Rev. F. B. MEYER. 


HE’S HELPING SOMEWHERE 


A SMALL child, whose father happened to be a 
doctor, was asked whether his father was at home. 
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“No,” he said, ‘‘ he’s away.” 

“Where do you think I could find him?” 

“Well,” he said, with a considering air, “‘ you’ve 
got to look for some place where people are sick 
or hurt, or something like that. I don’t know 
just where he is, but he’s helping somewhere.” 

And the questioner turned away with this little 
sermon in his heart. If you want to find the Lord 
Jesus, you’ve got to set out on a path of helping 
somewhere, or lifting somebody’s burden, and lo! 
straightway, one like unto the Son of Man will be 
found at your side. 


THE USE OF CHASTENING 


In the paper mills the dirty rags from which paper 
is made are delivered to the “ devil,” or ‘‘ whipper,”’ 
a hollow cone with spikes projecting within, against 
which work the spikes of a drum, dashing the 
rags about at great speed and so cleansing them of 
dust and dirt. 

So, also, human lives are often freed from their 
baser elements and restored to purity and beauty 
through the chastening influences of tribulation 
and adversity. Without this purification they 
cannot reach their highest usefulness any more than 
can the rags become pure, white paper without first 
passing through the “ whipper.” 


HOEING AND PRAYING 
‘Faith without works is dead.” 
_SaIp Farmer Jones in a whining tone 
To his good old neighbour Gray : 
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“I’ve worn my knees thro’ to the bone, 
But it ain’t no use to pray. 


“Your corn looks twice as good as mine, 
Though you don’t pretend to be 

A shinin’ light in the church to shine, 
And tell salvation free. 


“T’ve prayed the Lord a thousand times, 
For to make that ’ere corn grow, 

An’ why yourn beats it so and climbs 
I'd gin a deal to know.” 


Said Farmer Gray to his neighbour Jones, 
In his easy, quiet way: 

“When prayers get mixed with lazy bones, 
They don’t make farming pay. 


“Your weeds I notice are good and tall, 
In spite of all your prayers ; 

You may pray for corn till the heavens fall 
If you don’t dig up the tares. 


“] mix my prayers with a little toil, 
Along in every row; 

An’ I work this mixture into the soil, 
Quite vigorous with a hoe. 


“ An’ T’ve discovered, though still in sin 
As sure as you are born, 

This kind of compost well worked in 
Makes pretty decent corn. 
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“So, while I’m praying, I use my hoe, 
And do my level best, 

To keep down the weeds along each row, 
An’ the Lord He does the rest. 


“It’s well for to pray, both night an’ morn 
As every farmer knows ; 

But the place to pray for thrifty corn 
Is right between the rows. 


“You must use your hands while praying, though, 
If an answer you would get, 

For prayer-worn knees and a rusty hoe 
Never raised a big crop yet. 


“ An’ so I believe, my good old friend, 
If you mean to win to-day, 

From ploughing, clean to the harvest’s end, 
You must hoe as well as pray.” 


STOOP TO CONQUER 


OnE day, when a boy, Benjamin Franklin was fol- 
lowing his father along an underground passage 
leading to a cellar. Thoughtlessly, he walked 
along with his head erect, until he suddenly caught 
it against a beam. “Learn to stoop, Benjamin ; 
learn to stoop,” said his father; and that advice, 
fixed in his mind by the memory of a bruised head, 
he never forgot. 


CHRIST’S TRUE VALUE 


THERE is in Florence a small picture gallery contain- 
‘ing some of Italy’s choicest paintings. Some 
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Americans who were doing Florence happened 
upon the gallery and strolled in. The pictures 
were in charge of a veteran, who guarded them as 
though they were his own. After casually glancing 
at these consummate works of art, one of the 
Americans turned to the veteran and said: “I 
don’t think much of them.” ‘‘ Well, sir,’ said 
the old man, calmly, ‘it doesn’t matter what 
you think. These pictures are not on their trial. 
It’s the folks who come to see them who are on 
their trial.’’ Christ is not on his trial before men. 
Two thousand years have proved Him for what He 
is, and we are self-judged by the attitude we take 
up towards Him. 


THE TONGUE 


“The boneless tongue so small and weak, 
Can crush and kill,” declares the Greek. 


“The tongue destroys a greater horde,” 
The Turk asserts, ‘“‘ than does the sword.” 


The Persian proverb wisely saith, 
“A lengthy tongue—an early death.” 


Or sometimes takes this form instead, 
“Don’t let your tongue cut off your head.” 


“The tongue can speak a word whose speed,” 
Say the Chinese, “ outstrips the steed.” 


While Arab sages this impart: 
“The tongue’s great storehouse is the heart.” 
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From Hebrew wit the maxim sprung, 
“Though feet should slip, ne’er let the tongue.” 


The sacred writer crowns the whole, 
“Who keeps his tongue doth keep his soul.” 


A THREE-FOLD LOOK 


A MAN was once asked how it was he seemed to 
keep in a contented frame of mind whatever hap- 
pened. He replied that perhaps it was because 
he had made a practice, whenever he felt inclined 
to grumble, of looking three ways: first, heaven- 
wards, that he might remember that it was there 
he would spend eternity, not here; second, earth- 
wards, that he might remember how one day his 
body must lie there stripped of all earthly posses- 
sions ; and third, selfwards, that he might consider 
how many were worse off than he was. 


GOLDEN MOTTOES 


A VAIN man’s motto—win gold, and wear it. 

A generous man’s motto—win gold, and share it. 
A miser’s motto—win gold, and spare it. 

A profligate’s motto—win gold, and spend it. 

A broker’s motto—win gold, and lend it. 

A fool’s motto—win gold, and end it. 

A gambler’s motto—win gold and lose it. 

A wise man’s motto—win gold, and use it. 


HOW TO MEET TEMPTATION 


R. McCHEYNE gives as the secret power over temp- 
tation ‘‘ Prayerful Watchfulness.’”’ Three hints 
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meant alike for the youngest and the eldest, Resist 
in the heart, resist step by step, resist insidious attacks, 
no less than sudden attacks. God permits tempta- 
tion because it does for us what the storm does 
for the oak— it roots us; and what the fire does 
for the painting on porcelain—it makes us perman- 
ent. You never know that you have a grip on 
Christ or that He has a grip on you so well as when 
the devil is using all his force to attract you from 
Him ; then you feel the pull of Christ’s right hand. 


CLEANSING 


ONE day a minister found some boys wading in a 
lake. One boy had cut his heel on a broken bottle. 
The minister got a clean dressing near by, and was 
binding the heel up, when a workman passing ex- 
claimed: ‘‘ That wound will not heal till the dirt 
is taken out.”’ So it is with the wound of sin. God 
does not heal it till it is cleansed by confession. 


TRUE WOMAN’S WORK 


Tue world is getting tired of noisy women. The 
quiet work of the home, the helping hand, the 
brave heart, and the influence ever used on the 
side of the pure and good—these are the things 
that will leave their mark and help on the work of 
the world’s redemption. A. SWAN. 


TRUE BUILDING 


A MISSIONARY once told me that when he arrived 
at his station in Africa for the first time, he started 
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at once to build himself a house. He chose a dry, 
sandy place on the slope of a hill, and dug out the 
foundation. To his surprise, the natives tried to 
dissuade him from building on that spot. He 
could not understand their language, and thinking 
they might have some superstitious reason, he 
continued to build, and they left him to work alone, 
thinking he was mad. No sooner had the mission- 
ary finished his house than he found out his mistake, 
for the rainy season commenced, “and the rain 
descended, and the floods came, and the winds blew 
and smote upon that house ; and it fell,” for it was 
founded upon the sand. 


WHAT THE DRINK DOES 


It clogs the brain. 

It overworks the heart. 

It checks the action of the lungs. 

It inflames and hardens the liver. 

It arrests digestion by inflaming the mucous 
membrane of the throat and stomach. 

It creates an appetite which is only increased by 
being gratified. 

It destroys the nerve force, and paralyses the 
energy. 

It causes diseases to the third and fourth genera- 
tion by the laws of heredity. 

It not only ruins the mental and physical fac- 
ulties, but weakens and wrecks the moral powers. 

This is what it does for man as an individual. 
Now, what effect has it on society, business, politics, 


and religion ? 
H 
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It blasts the home. 

It degrades father and son. 

It blights wife-love and mother-pride. 

It blocks factory wheels. 

It closes mines and mills. 

It furnishes “no market” tor all sorts of pro- 
duce. 

It delays sales of bread, clothes, shoes, lumber, 
furniture, groceries and fuel. 

It causes strikes, fills jails, and piles cost on the 
county, State, and nation. 

Furthermore 

It corrupts politics and politicians. 

It creeps into the ballot box and destroys free 
suffrage. 

It places men in office who dare not oppose the 
traffic. 

It hinders honest legislation and brews laws 
which are a stench in the nostrils of every patriot. 

And first, last, and above all, it damns man 
eternally, giving them no hope in life or in death. 


SELF-SACRIFICE 


WHEN the late King Humbert of Italy came to 
the throne, Naples, one of the chief cities of the 
newly-made kingdom, was in a state of barely 
suppressed insurrection against the monarchy. 
Politicians were advising stern measures, which 
Humbert would not allow, when the dreaded cholera 
broke out, and raged with sudden deadly fury 
among the Neapolitans. The young king, fired with 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET II5 


the noble resolve to prove to his disloyal subjects 
his real devotion to them, started alone, unmoved 
by the remonstrances of his ministers—none of 
whom dared to accompany him—to the stricken 
city; and went through the crowded hospitals 
of Naples, ministering to his dying subjects with 
his own royal hands; and many dying eyes and 
lips looked or breathed prayers, and thanked him 
brokenly for his marvellous self-sacrifice on their 
behalf. After a while the plague was checked, 
but it left Naples a conquered city ; conquered by 
the love and pity of the king it had once refused ; 
and, after, the noble Humbert had no more loyal 
subjects than those to whom he had proved him- 
self a king indeed. 


THE SAFE PATH OF DUTY 


THE celebrated Benvenuto Cellini was taught to 
play the flute by his father, an ardent musician. 
The boy disliked music, and would have greatly 
preferred to give all his spare time to drawing ; 
but being a good son, he patiently practised the 
uncongenial art until he became a very excellent 
performer; and was chosen to assist at a per- 
formance of sacred music before the Pope. The 
Pontiff particularly noted the young flautist, 
and offered him a post in his service ; and learning 
the young fellow’s love of the sister art, promised 
that his duties and salary as court-musician should 
leave him plenty of time and money to pursue the 
drawing that was to make him famous. So does 
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it happen that the path of duty leads in God’s 
good time to “our desired haven,” while the 
path we thought would have led us to our heart’s 
desire, could never have brought us to it. 


PATIENCE AND ITS LESSONS 


PATIENT silence is the best reply to a gainsaying 
world. 
Calm endurance answers some questions infinitely 
more conclusively than the loftiest eloquence. 
The best apologists for Christianity in the early 
days were its martyrs. The anvil breaks a host of 
hammers by quietly bearing the blows. 
SPURGEON. 


THY LOVE HAS WON 


THE Master came one night to the door, and knocked 
with the iron hand of the law. The door shook 
and trembled on its hinges, but the man piled 
every piece of furniture which he could find against 
the door, for he said, “I will not admit Him.” 
The Master turned away, but by and by He 
returned, and with His own soft hand, using most 
that part where the nail had penetrated, He knocked 
again, oh, so softly and tenderly. This time the 
door did not shake, but, strange to say, it opened, 
and there, upon his knees, the once-unwilling host 
was found rejoicing to receive his guest. ‘‘ Come 
in, come in. Thou hast so knocked that my heart 
is moved to Thee. I could not think of Thy pierced 
hand leaving its blood-marks on my door, and of 
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Thy going away homeless, Thy head filled with 
the dew. I yield, I yield. Thy love has won my 
heart.” 


C. H. SPURGEON. 


AFTER MANY DAYS 


FORTY years ago or more Mr. Spurgeon was 
invited to preach in the Crystal Palace at Sydenham. 
Would his voice fill the immense area? Resolving 
to test it, he went in the morning to the Palace, and 
thinking of a passage of Scripture to repeat as 
he reached the stage, there came to mind, “ This is a 
faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, 
that Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners.”” Pronouncing the words he felt sure 
that he would be heard, and then repeated the 
verse in a softer tone. 

More than a quarter of a century later, Mr. Spur- 
geon’s brother, who was also a pastor, was called to 
the bedside of an artisan who was near his end. 
“Are you ready?” asked the pastor. 

“Oh, yes,’’ answered the dying man, with 
assurance. 

“Can you tell me how you obtained the salvation 
of your soul?” 

“It is very simple,’”’ said the artisan, his face 
radiant with joy. “I am a plumber by trade. 
Some years ago I was working under the dome 
of the Crystal Palace, and thought myself entirely 
alone. I was without God and without hope. 
All at once I heard a voice coming from heaven 
which said, ‘ This is a faithful saying, and worthy 
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of all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the 
world to save sinners.’ By these words I was 
convinced of sin, and Jesus Christ appeared to 
me as my Saviour, and I accepted Him in my heart 
as such at the same moment, and I have served 
Him ever since.” 


ONE STITCH AT A TIME 


“TAKE your needle, my child, and work at your 
pattern one stitch at a time, and it will come out 
right by and by.” Life is like that. One stitch 
at a time, and the pattern will come out all right 
at last. 

O. W. HOLMEs. 


PERSISTENCE REWARDED 


IT is not special, so much as steady effort, that 
wins. A very little girl attempted to carry a ton 
of coal, a shovelful at a time, from the sidewalk 
to a bin in the cellar. An observer asked her 
“Do you expect to get all that coal in with that 
little shovel?” ‘‘ Yes, sir,” she answered, “‘ if I 
work long enough.” That little girl had the true 
philosophy of success. Persistence is a quality 
which is essential to success. Thousands are 
making failures in life, who would succeed if they 
“worked long enough.’’ Don’t give up because 
you find mountains in your way. Step by step you 
can scale them. All you have to do is to keep 
stepping. 
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VALUE OF OPPORTUNITIES 


OPPORTUNITIES do not come with their values 
stamped on them. Every day must be challenged. 
A day dawns quite like other days; in it a 
simple hour comes, quite like other hours; but in 
that day and in that hour the chance of a life-time 
faces us. To face every opportunity of life thought- 
fully, and ask its meaning frankly and earnestly, is 
the only way to meet the supreme opportunities 
when they come, whether open-faced or disguised. 
M. Bascock. 


VANITY 


MERCURY wanted very much to know in what 
estimation he was held by men. He concealed 
his godhead, and went to a sculptor. There he 
saw a statue of Jupiter, and asked the artist what 
was the price of it. ‘‘ A drachma,” was the answer. 
Mercury laughed. “‘ And this Juno?” “ Almost 
the same.” At last hesaw his ownimage. Pointing 
to it, ““ And this god here,” said he, “‘ how dear is 
he?” ‘That one,” said the artist, “why, if you 
buy the other two, you shall have that one into 
the bargain.” Mercury took himself off. 


PROVIDENCE 


AN oar dipped in the water appears crooked or 
broken to the beholder. But the rower who 
guides it feels it to be strong and straight. So the 
designs of Providence seem to us sometimes bent or 
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broken, but in His hands they are straightforth 
and strong. H. W. LONGFELLOw. 


APT PUPILS 


WE should be very glad that we are Christ’s dis- 
ciples. When students of music or of art spend a 
time with some great composer or master in Europe 
they are very proud when they come home {fo an- 
nounce themselves as his pupils. They put it on 
their advertisements and announcements and on their 
professional cards. We should regard it as a high 
honour to tell people that we are pupils of Christ. 
Dr. J. R. MILLER. 


IF NEED BE 


THE sculptor, you know, would not, on any account, 
chip off a block of marble one atom more than, in 
his judgment, is necessary to the realization of 
his idea in the statue. And no surgeon or physician 
of ordinary humanity will give his patient any more 
pain than is unavoidable in order to the healing 
of the wound, or the curing of the disease. And 
we, as the children of God, are in very wise hands, 
in very tender hands, in very safe hands. “If 
need be,” but only if need be, are ye in heaviness 
through these manifold trials of faith ? 
H. S. Brown. 


SHUT THE DOOR 


I HAVE sometimes stood within one of the great 
cathedrals of Europe, where everything ministered 
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to the spirit of devotion—the painted window, 
the soaring arch, the glorious fresco, the subdued 
and solemn light, the sense of immemorial antiquity 
—and yet I could not pray. I could not pray for 
one simple reason—the door was left open, and 
through that open door there entered the clatter 
of wheels and feet, the rush of traffic, and the 
clamour of the market-place. Is it not so with 
us very often in our hurried and fugitive attempts 
to establish correspondence with God ? 
W. J. DAwson. 


PSALM XXIII. 


A TINY girl who had laboriously learnt the twenty- 
third psalm, made a charming slip as she began to 
recite it. ‘‘ The Lord is my Shepherd,” she said, 
“that’s all I want’’ ' 


WEARINESS 


O THOU, so weary of thy self-denials, 
And so impatient of thy little cross, 
Is it so hard to bear thy daily trials, 
To count all earthly things a gainful loss ? 


What if thou always sufferest tribulation ? 
What if thy Christian warfare never cease ? 
The gaining of the quiet habitation 
Shall gather thee to everlasting peace. 


Here are we all to suffer, walking lonely 
The path that Jesus once Himself hath gone ; 
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Watch thou this hour in trustful patience only, 
This one dark hour before the eternal dawn. 


And He will come in His own time from Heaven, 
To set His earnest-hearted children free. 

Watch only through this dark and painful even, 
And the bright morning yet will break for thee. 


TRUE HEROISM 


WHEN you read how Kate Douglas thrust her arm 
through the bolt grooves of the door, and let the 
murderers break it while her king had time to 
hide; or how the pilot of Lake Erie stood upon 
the burning deck, and steered the crew safe to the 
jetty, and then fell dead among the crackling 
flames ; or how the Russian serf, to save his master 
and his master’s children, sprang out from the sledge 
among the wolves, that howled after them through 
the winter snow; whose soul is so leaden that it 
does not thrill with admiration at deeds like these ? 
But think you that these brave men and women 
sprang, as it were, full-sized into their heroic stature ? 
Show now, in little things, of what stuff you are 
made of, and you will not then be unprepared if 
God should ever require of you the hero’s courage 
or the martyr’s faith. 
F. W. Farrar, D.D. 


LOVE THE SABBATH 


THE true spirit of the Sabbath appointment is, 
not that we should condense the religion of the 
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week into the Sabbath, but that we should carry 
forth from the Sabbath its hallowed impulses and 
feelings into the other days of the week, to elevate 
and sustain us amid its wearisome secularities 
and depressing cares. The Lord has given us 
the Sabbath, not to relieve us of our religion, but 
so to revive our religion on that day as to impel its 
healthy tide into the remotest nook and corner of 
every-day duty. 
_ Dr. A. THompson. 


RELIGION IN THE HOME 


Just as the sun gleams over the palace and 
into the cottage, flushing alike with its splendour 
the council-chamber of the monarch and the kit- 
chen of the peasant; as the all-pervasive light fills 
the vast dome of the sky, and the tiny cup of the 
flower ; so religion illumines at once the heaven 
of our hopes, and the earth of our cares. Seculari- 
ties become hallowed; toil brightens with the 
smile of God; business becomes crystalline ; 
light from God comes through it to us; glances 
from us go through it to God. 
COLEY. 


GOD’S CALL 


Tue Master gave up His home, His reputation, 
and worked night and day, and then gave His life, 
for sinful man. Such sacrifices as these can be only 
imagined ; they cannot be duplicated by us. The 
apostles left all and followed Him! And how 
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many of us would give up wife, children, home, and 
friends for the sake of the gospel ? . 


OUR INHERITANCE 


“ Vgs, indeed, I’mrich,’’ said Hiram. ‘‘ Look at the 
sky up there! Ain’t that mine? Don’t I have 
the use of it whilst I live? No, I don’t exactly 
own it; but then my Father owns it, and what my 
Father owns I have a right to enjoy.” 


TWO HEROES 


Two Cistercian monks, in the reign of Henry VIII, 
were threatened before their martyrdom, by the Lord 
Mayor of that time, that they should be tied in a 
sack, and thrown intothe Thames. ‘“‘ My lord,” said 
one, “we are going to the kingdom of heaven, 
and whether we go by land or water is of very 
little consequence.” 


AFTERMATH 


ONE man gave lavishly of gold 
And builded tower and town ; 

Then smiled content to think his deeds 
Should win him great renown. 


Another, poor in worldly gain, 
Gave all within his ken 

Of strength and tenderness and truth, 
To help his fellow men. 


The record of the rich man’s gifts 
Lies on a dusty shelf ; 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 125 


The poor man lives in countless hearts, 
Because he gave—himself ! 
C. BECKER. 


JOHN Iil. 16 


AN Englishman travelling by caravan over Sahara, 
found under an oasis palm an Arab, who had been 
left there alone to die. The Englishman, a sincere 
Christian, bent over the dying man, and gently 
asked him as to the future. Immediately the 
Arab’s face lighted up, and he whispered, “ All is 
well. God loves me.” “Do you know of God’s 
love ?”’ asked the Englishman. The dying fingers 
fumbled at the bosom of the Arab robe, and held 
out a tiny piece of crumpled paper—part of a leaf 
of the New Testament in Arabic—and upon it 
were the words “‘ God so loved the world that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever be- 
lieveth in Him should not perish but have everlast- 
ing life.” 

That was all the Arab’s Gospel, but following 
that ray of divine light, he had been led out of sin 
into Christ’s sweet salvation, and was not afraid 
to die trusting in the precious promise of the God 
who loved him so. 


QUIET FORCES 


A REAL test of leadership is the readiness to be 
invisible. The rudder is under water during a 
voyage, and is not seen by the passengers. If it 
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were made chiefly to be seen, its guiding power 
would not amount to much. Until we learn not 
to care whether we are observed of men.or not, we 
shall never become as effective in leadership as 
we might. The great forces of Nature work chiefly 
without attracting attention. Let us faithfully 
do our work, and trust our Master to give what 
recognition is best for us. 


AND THEN! 


THERE was a young man who was looking at a 
remarkably large and beautiful estate, and he said 
to his friend who happened to be with him. “If I 
were lucky enough to be the owner of this estate, 
what a happy man I should be!” “ And then?” 
asked the friend. ‘‘ Well, then I should pull down 
that old house and I should build a fine modern 
mansion with all the latest conveniences, and I 
should stock my cellar and make it the best-stocked 
cellar in the county. I should have hounds and 
horses, and keep open house.” ‘‘ And then?” 
“Oh, well, I should ride and hunt, and I should 
have a fine time all through.” ‘ And then?” 
The young man turned round to his friend, whom 
he had hardly thought of up to that moment, 
and began to think. ‘“ Well, I suppose I should 
begin to grow old, and these things would perhaps 
not please me so much.” ‘And then?” ‘“ Well, 
I suppose in course of time I should die.” ‘ And 
then ? ”’ 
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A TOURIST passing through a churchyard noticed 
these words on a tombstone of recent date :— 
“Here lies an old man seven years old.” On in- 
quiry he found that the person whose epitaph 
sounded as paradoxical, had become a true Christian 
late in life, only seven years before his death ; 
and had requested the strange words to be put on 
his tombstone, as he felt he had only truly lived 
since his conversion. 


A REAL MAN 


GIVE me the man who loves his work, 
However hard it be, 

Who only thinks it mean to shirk, 
And hates the hireling’s plea ; 

Though hands and face be hard and brown, 
That were a trivial thing ; 

Who wears his duty like a crown 
Is every inch a king. 


No honest labour can disgrace 
The man whose heart is true; 
He scorns himself and not his place 
Who can consent to do 
In any mean, half-hearted way 
The smallest service given ; 
The common tasks of every day 
Are all ordained of heaven. 


Is thy task lowly? Lift it up! 
Let it be wisely willed. 
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Who cares how poor and plain the cup, 
So it be richly filled ? 
Be it thy task to till the soil, 
Or do the drudge’s part. 
Fill thy poor cup of common toil 
With nobleness of heart. 
R. WHITAKER. 


THE LOVE OF GOD 


Man’s sin stretches far; but God’s patient love 
overlaps it. It lasts long; but God’s love is 
eternal. It resists miracles of chastisement and 
love; but He does not cease His use of the rod 
and staff. We can tire out all other forbearance, 
but not His. And however old and obstinate our 
rebellion, He awaits to pardon, and smites but to 
heal. 
A. McLAREN. 


A GUILTY CONSCIENCE 


In a letter bearing a Welsh postmark the secretary 
of Blackpool Athletic Grounds has received six 
stamps as conscience-money from two youths, 
who, five years ago, evaded payment of threepence 
each to witness a cricket match. 


GOOD DEEDS 


THE Persian author, Saadi, tells a story of three 
sages—a Greek, an Indian, and a Persian—who, 
in the presence of the Persian monarch, debated 
this question: ‘‘ Of all evils incident to humanity, 
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which is the greatest ?’’ The Grecian declared : 
“Old age oppressed with poverty”; the Indian 
answered: ‘‘ Pain with impatience’’; while the 
Persian, bowing low, made answer: “ The greatest 
evil, oh king, that I can conceive is the couch of 
death without one good deed of life to light the 
darksome way !”’ 


AS AT BETHANY 


THE trouble at Bethany was the old, old, new, new 
trouble—sickness and death—the trouble that is as 
old as the race and as new as the on-coming of 
winter. Do not turn to the map to find Bethany. 
Bethany is the world. It is any town, any village ; 
all villages, all towns. The house of Martha is 
your house—is all men’s houses. There is no flock 
““ but one dead lamb is there.”” And Jesus Christ 
is still the Friend in our need; the Comforter 
within hail ; the Lord that is a present Help in all 
time of trouble. 
J. M. GIBgon. 


ANSWERED PRAYER 


A ricH farmer, during his prayer at family worship 
one day, petitioned God long and earnestly that 
help for their bodily needs might be sent to a very 
poor family living near by. His small son was 
observed to be deep in thought afterwards, and at 
last ran to his father with a bright face. ‘‘ Daddy,” 
said the child, ‘“‘ you can answer your prayer for 


poor old Smith yourself, can’t you?” 
I 
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GOD’S PERFECT SKILL 


In the works of God I know nothing more beautiful 
than the perfect skill with which He suits His crea- 
tures to their conditions. He gives wings to birds, 
fins to the fish, sails to the thistle-seed, a lamp to 
light the glow-worm, great roots to moor the majestic 
cedar, and to the aspiring ivy a thousand hands to 
climb the wall. Nor is the wisdom thus con- 
spicuous in nature less remarkable and adorable 
as exhibited in the arrangements of the Kingdom 
of Grace. He forms a holy people for a holy state. 
He fits heaven for the redeemed and the redeemed 
for heaven. 
GUTHRIE. 


ANALYSIS OF A LIFE TIME 


WE are apt to think and speak of an old man of 
seventy as if he had lived along time. Yet, strictly 
speaking, to be seventy years of age is not quite the 
same thing as to “‘ live’ seventy years ; for when we 
speak of “ living” we usually think principally of his 
mental activities, and his spiritual experiences, his 
loves, hopes, fears, aspirations, ambitions, yearnings. 
In actual fact an ordinary human life-time of seventy 
years would, in practice, be spent somewhat as 
follows :— 


sleep e805) A rears <4 aOR meanine 
Wotk (5) 55. SER earse ss Ca eC 
Play i... So SET years: 54), U8 oma 


Eating. ..).0 ‘Syearsa . uo.) coosmonthes 
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Locomotion . 5years . . .I0 months 
Dressing, etc . 2years . . .II months 
Hiness 4.5 5. 22k years z=... 54 months 
Reflection. . tryear . . . 54 months 
Gossip. . ITyear . . . 5% months 
Odds and ends Iyear . . . 5% months 


Waste... sw» Eyear... « . 54 months 


WATCH OPPORTUNITIES 


STANDING by the railroad I watched the postmaster 
as he hung out the bag to be caught by the mail 
express soon to pass. A few minutes after and the 
train came thundering round the curve. The mail 
agent looked out of his car, and then, thrusting out 
an iron arm attached to the side of it, snatched the 
bag, and the train sped on its way. So God is hang- 
ing out opportunities along the pathway of our 
lives. If we are alert and watchful, we may appro- 
priate them for the glory of God and the advancing 
of His Kingdom. If we are careless and indifferent, 
we pass them by, and they are lost to us for ever, as 
we make but one trip on this line. 


THE TWO HANDLES 


It used to be a common thing for vases to be made 
with two handles, one of which was strong, for the 
purpose of holding, the other being simply for orna- 
ment. 

Epictetus, the great Stoic philosopher, who lived 
in the time of Nero, uses this double-handled vase 
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as an illustration to emphasize a great lesson. He 
says : 

‘ Every matter hath two handles,—by the one it 
may be carried; by the other, not. If thy brother 
do thee wrong, take not this thing by the Handle He 
wrongs me; for that is the handle whereby it may 
not be carried. But take it rather by the Handle 
He is my brother, nourished with me; and thou wilt 
take it by a handle whereby it may be carried.” 


DAILY DUTIES 


Most people have seen a popular puzzle-competition, 
where a picture is cut up into many fragments, and 
so printed ; and prizes are awarded to those who fit 
together the oddly shaped pieces—without seeing 
the original—into the perfect whole. Life is much 
like this. It seems to consist of odd fragments, and 
we have not seen the plan. But if we take each 
day’s duties as they come, and patiently fit them in, 
we shall some day realize that there was a plan in it 
all, and the meaningless duties when fitted together 
into a life-time will have made a beautiful and perfect 
whole. 


WRONG CHERISHED 


LEonarRDO Da VINCI, when he was painting the 
“Last Supper,” indulged his hatred of a man who 
had injured him by painting his face as Judas. After 
that he could not possibly get the face of the Lord 
to come as he wanted it. At last he saw that he had 
been wrong, and painted an imaginary face over the 
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Judas, and the next day he was able to realize his 
ideal of the face of the Lord. Cherished wrong 
hides God’s face. 


RIGHT ABOUT FACE 


HENRY WARD BEECHER left college with no thought 
of the Church, was rather a wild youth, and with two 
companions followed the pioneers to the backwoods 
~ to shoot, hunt, and fish. In the midst of this wild 
life he happened to hear a Methodist minister, and 
the truth struck home to his heart. The effect was 
instantaneous. Like Saul, when he was struck down 
on his way to Damascus, his first question was, 
“What wilt Thou have me to do?” Beecher’s 
enthusiastic nature admitted of nothing else. He 
sold his rod and gun for a horse, and began to move 
from place to place, preaching to the backwoodsmen. 
This was the beginning of Beecher’s ministry. 


A GOOD WIFE 


OFTTIMES I have seen a tall ship glide by against the 
tide, as if drawn by some invisible tow-line, with a 
hundred strong arms pulling it. Her sails were 
unfurled, her streamers were drooping, she had 
neither side-wheel nor stern-wheel ; still she moved 
on stately, in serene triumph, as with her own life. 
But I knew that on the other side of the ship, hidden 
between the great bulk that swam so majestically, 
there was a little toilsome steam-tug, with a heart 
of fire and arms of iron, that was tugging it bravely 
on; and I knew if the little steam-tug untwined 
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her arm and left the ship, it would wallow and roll 
about, and drift hither and thither, and go off with 
the refluent tide, no man knows whither. Andso lI 
have known more than one genius, high-decked, full- 
freighted, idle-sailed, gay-pennoned, but that for the 
bare, toiling arms, and brave, warm-beating heart 
of the faithful wife, that nestles close to him, so that 
no wind or wave could part them, would have gone 
down with the stream, and have been heard of no 
more. 
O. W. HOLMEs. 


TAKE PAINS 


EURIPIDES once said that three of his verses had cost 
him the labour of three days. ‘‘ I could have written 
a hundred in that time,” said another poet of or- 
dinary abilities. ‘‘I believe it,” replied Euripides, 
“but they would have lived only three days.” 


A TRUE CONVERSION 


I recollect among the earliest memories of my minis- 
try, the case of a very wicked man who was con- 
verted in Indiana. I went to see him, and after he 
had finished the narration of the change in his char- 
acter, he said, ‘‘ Now, sir, I am going to sit down and 
write to my mother ; I have not written her for three 
or four years ; but now I am going to tell her every- 
thing.” Said I, “ You are converted ; you show | 
one of the inevitable signs of grace.” 

H. W. BEECHER. 
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GOD’S PATIENCE 


AN Eastern story says that Abraham once turned a 
stranger from his door, because he would not join 
with him in his worship; when the voice of God 
spoke to him, and said, “I had patience with that 
man for sixty years; could you not bear with him 
for one night.” 


JUST MY LUCK 


Ir the boy who exclaims: ‘‘ Just my luck,” was 
truthful, he would say: “ Just my laziness,” or 
““ Just my inattention.”” Mr. Cobden wrote pro- 
verbs about “‘ Luck and Labour.” It would be well 
for boys to memorize them : 

Luck is waiting for something to turn up. 

Labour, with keen eyes and strong will, will turn 
up something. 

Luck lies in bed and wishes the postman would 
bring him news of a legacy. 

Labour turns out at six o’clock, and with a busy 
pen or ringing hammer lays the foundation of a 
competence. 

Luck whines. 

Labour whistles. 

Luck relies on chances. 

Labour on character. 

Luck slips down to indigence. 

Labour strides upward to independence. 


BEWARE 


A CELEBRATED naturalist tells us that one day he 
saw a bird drowning in a lake, and he felt sure that 
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the bird had mistaken the water for the sky. It was 
a bright, transparent day, the clear, calm lake re- 
flected the sky and the whole landscape in its depths, 
and the bird, not discerning that the world below it 
was a world of shadows, was betrayed to its doom. 
So all the glories of the upper world appear inverted 
in the world of evil. The lofty, the pure, the beauti- 
ful, the bright, are all seductively reflected in the 
depths of Satan; they are exaggerated there, they 
are seen in surpassing magnitude and splendour ; 
error seems some nobler truth, disobedience some 
larger liberty, forbidden things seem the sweetest _ 
flowers and mellowest fruits of Paradise. 

Rev. W. L. WATKINSON. 


THE TWO COMPASSES 


WHEN crossing the Atlantic I noticed that our 
steamer was furnished with two compasses. One 
was fixed to the deck where the man at the wheel 
could see it. The other compass was fastened half- 
way up one of the masts, and often a sailor would be 
seen climbing up to inspect it. I asked the captain, 
“Why do you have two compasses?” He said, 
“This is an iron vessel, and the compass on the 
deck is often affected by its surroundings. Such is 
not the case with the compass at the mast-head ; 
that one is above the influence. We steer by the 
compass above.’’ In the voyage of life we have two 
compasses. One is the compass of Feeling, often 
sadly influenced by surroundings. The other is the 
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compass of Faith, above these influences, and ever 
pointing true through storm and sunshine to the 
course marked out on the eternal chart. Let us steer 
by the compass above ! 

Davip DEvorR. 


A CHILD’S SACRIFICE 


A CHILD stood by her father’s knee, 
And gazing at the fire’s bright glow, 
Asked with a child’s philosophy : 
““When the wood burns, where does it go?” 


The father, smiling, thus replied: 

“The wood is not consumed, but dies ; 
The ashes only fall aside, 

The rest goes upward to the skies. 


** Just so our bodies sink below, 
But life and love to God return ; 

What comes from earth to earth must go, 
But thoughts can neither die nor burn.” 


Next day alone the little maid 
Upon a paper pressed a kiss, 
And dropped it on the fire and said : 
“God is so good, I’ll send Him this.” 
to Bt Sous: 


IF IT COULD KNOW 


If I could know that word or deed 
Of mine had helped a soul in need, 
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Had given comfort, eased the smart 

Of some poor, tortured, aching heart, 
With what rare joy my heart would glow, 
If I could know! [If I could know! 


If one should whisper in my ear, 

“Your words have made me stronger, dear, 
To fight this evil thing within, 

That leads me often into sin’— 

Life’s darkened ways would lighter grow, 

If I could know! If I could know! 


Each day I ask the Lord to tless 

Some act of mine to fruitfulness, 

And though I know not how or where 
He sends the answer to my prayer, 
When I into His presence go, 

Then I shall know! Then I shall know! 


GOD IS LOVE 
John III. 16 


WHEN Mr. Moody built his tabernacle in Chicago, 
he was so anxious that every one that came there 
should learn that God is Love, that he had these 
three words put into gas jets over the pulpit; so 
every night when the gas was lighted there it blazed 
away over the preacher’s head, ‘‘ God is Love.” 
Whether the preacher told it to the people or not, 
they could see it for themselves in letters of fire. 
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COMMERCIAL UPRIGHTNESS 


WHEN John Ruskin was making his explorations 
about Venice, in the church of St. James, erected 
in the twelfth century, he discovered engraved the 
first commercial words of that illustrious city. The 
words were these: “‘ Around the temple let the 
merchant’s weights be true, his. measures just, and 
his contracts without guile.’ When these words 
are graven, not only on the outside of temples in 
stones, but inside, in the hearts of those who profess 
to be the temples of the Holy Ghost, more than one 
of our social problems will be truly solved. 
W. M. STATHAM. 


WHAT A MAN IS 


What a man says—is something. 
What a man does—is more. 
What a man is—that is most. 


THE REAL MAN 


I LIKE the man who faces what he must 

With step triumphant and a heart of cheer ; 
Who fights the daily battle without fear ; 

Who sees hope fail, yet keeps unfaltering trust 
That God is God, and, somehow—true and just— 
His plans work out for mortals; who no tear 
Doth shed when Fortune, which the world holds dear, 
Slips from his grasp; who counts it better worth 
To eat with Love a crust, than own the earth 
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While living in dishonour ; envies not, 
Nor loses faith in man; but does his best, 
Nor even murmurs at his humble lot, 
But, with a smile and word of hope, gives zest 
To other toilers. He alone is great 
Who, by a life heroic conquers fate. 
S. BOLTON. 


CHILD’S REBUKE 


OnE day a little girl, about five years old, heard a 
ranting preacher praying most lustily, till the roof 
rang with the strength of his supplication. Turning 
to her mother, and beckoning the maternal ear down 
to a speaking-place, she whispered : ‘‘ Mother, don’t 
you think that if he lived nearer to God he wouldn’t 
have to talk so loud?” 


THE OUTLOOK OF LIFE 


WHEN men travel in stage coaches in grand moun- 
tain countries, some ride in the inside with the 
curtains fastened down. They see nothing of the 
beauty of the scenes through which they pass. 
Others ride outside, and see every grand thing by 
the way. This illustrates the way different persons 
go through God’s world. Many pass through shut 
up inside a dark, dismal coach, with all the curtains 
drawn tight, themselves shut in, and all of God’s joy 
and beauty shut out ; others ride outside, and catch 
a glimpse of every fair and lovely thing by the way. 
They breathe the fresh air, hear the joyous songs of 
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the birds, see the fields, brooks, rivers, mountains and 
skies, and quaff delight everywhere. 


J. R. MILLER. 


INFIRMITY TRANSFORMED 


A poor blind woman at a missionary meeting in 
Paris put twenty-seven francs in the plate. 

“You cannot afford so much,” said one. 

“Yes, sir, I can,’’ she answered. 

On being asked to explain, she said, “‘ I am blind, 
and I said to my fellow straw-workers, ‘ How much 
money do you spend in the year for oil for your lamps 
when it is too dark to work at night?’ They re- 
plied, ‘ Twenty-seven francs.’ 

*“‘So,”’ said the poor woman, “I have found that 
I save so much in the year because I am blind, and 
do not needa lamp; and I give it to send light to the 
dark heathen lands.” 


SIN AND ITS VICTIMS 


I HAVE read in the memoirs of a detective, says a 
popular preacher, how, once, having discovered his 
man, he joined himself to him as a boon companion, 
went with him to his haunts, secured his confidence 
by long friendship, until at length, when all suspicion 
had been allayed, he got him, as a mere jest, to try 
on a pair of handcuffs, and then, snapping the spring 
that locked them, he took him, all helpless as he was, 
an easy prey. So sin does with its victim. It first 
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ministers to his enjoyment, then drowns his vigi- 
lance, and then leads him away in helpless bondage. 


CHRIST ALL IN ALL 


AN artist, painting a picture of the ‘‘ Last Supper,”’ 
used all the resources of his art in depicting the 
figure and countenance of the Master. On a table 
in the foreground, however, he put some beautifully 
chased cups. When his friends saw the picture on 
the easel, one after the other exclaimed, ‘‘ What 
beautiful cups!” ‘‘ Ah,” he said, ‘‘ I have made a 
mistake ; these cups divert the eyes of the spec- 
tator from the Master,” and he took his brush and 
painted them out of the canvas. John the Baptist 
would not allow interest in himself to divert men’s 
minds from the Lamb of God. 


TAKING THE CHILDREN 


A LITTLE boy was deeply interested in reading 
Bunyan’s Pilgvim’s Progress, the characters in that 
wonderful book being all living men and women to 
him. One day, while his grandma was busy with 
her needlework, he took his slate and pencil and 
seated himself by her side ; and thinking of what he 
had been reading, he said: 

“ Grandma, which of all the people in the Pilgrim’s 
Progress do you like the best ?” 

“T like Christian,”’ was the reply, giving the little 
boy her reasons. ‘‘ Which do you like the best ? ” 

Slowly, but thoughtfully, the little fellow replied : 
““T like Christiana.” 
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“And why, my boy?” inquired the old lady. 
“ Because she took the children with her, grand- 


”? 


ma. 


THE DUTY OF THE STRONG 


You who are the oldest, 

You who are the tallest, 

Don’t you think you ought to help 
The youngest and the smallest ? 


You who are the strongest, 

You who are the quickest, 

Don’t you think you ought to help 
The weakest and the sickest ? 


Never mind the trouble, 
Help them all you can ; 
Be a little woman ! 
Be a little man! 
G. BURGESS, 


DOING ONE’S BEST 


THERE was once, it is said, an organ-builder in 
Germany who was a genius, although his friends did 
not know it, and he undertook to build an organ 
according to his own idea of what was true and beau- 
tiful. But nobody could play the instrument when 
it was built. There it stood in the one building that 
would hold it in that tiny town, until at last people 
began to smile at the expectation of the organ- 
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builder that any music could ever come out of that 
piece of wood and iron. 

But one day Sebastian Bach arrived. The organ- 
builder stole to him and asked him if he would try 
his hand upon the thing he had made. The great 
musician did so, and then it seemed as if all the 
melodies of heaven were ringing from those pipes, 
unheard-of harmonies entered into the soul of the 
poor man, and all his neighbours came flocking to 
his door to praise him and offer him their love and 
homage, as well as the great master whose hands 
were upon the keys. 

The music that had made them one had been 
drawn from his instrument, and in drawing him to 
the master and the master to him had drawn the 
neighbours too. 

So is it with every true life. You live your best, 
your truest and noblest and humblest, with a single 
eye to the glory of God and in the fellowship of 
Christ, and poor humanity is drawn the nearer to 
God because you have lived, and heaven and earth, 
as it were, are made one. Those redeemed and 
those who are still struggling in the pathways of 
sin are the better because you have prayed and 
struggled and achieved. You are making a way 
into the holiest for others to rise. 

R. J. CAMPBELL. 


WORK AND PRAY 


As soon as he had jumped from a burning ship into 
the boat, a passenger fell on his knees and began to 
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pray. One of the sailors said, “Go on praying, 
friend, but take an oar.” 


OUR FATHER 


WHEN one of the Roman Emperors was entering 
Rome in triumph, a little child darted through the 
ranks of the soldiers lining the route, and made for the 
Emperor’s carriage. One of the soldiers restrained 
the little one and said, ‘“‘ It isthe Emperor.” ‘‘ Your 
Emperor,” said the boy, ‘‘ but my father.’’ That was 
the boy’s warrant to approach ; and sosome would 
say : ‘“ What right have you a sinner to approach the 
King of Kings and Lord of Lords. The right this 
word gives, Father. J. D. JONES. 


THE BLESSING OF THE HUMBLE 


I THINK if I were a little bolder the Lord would have 
some amazing surprises for me. I wish I could 
be something like Samuel Rutherford was with John 
Gordon, that wealthy laird who was getting a little 
wrong in his spiritual life. In one letter he said, 
“Read over your life with the light of God’s day- 
light onit. Be humble, man; walk softly. Down, 
down, for God’s sake, with your top-sail. Stoop, 
man, stoop; it is a low entry at heaven’s gate.” 
J. H. Jowett, M.A. 


THE DYING NOBLEMAN 


A NOBLEMAN gave a Staff to his fool, saying : 
“ Keep it till you find a greater fool than your- 
self.” 


R 
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Some time afterwards the nobleman was laid 
upon his death-bed, and, sending for his fool, bade 
him a last farewell. 

‘‘ Where are you going?” said the fool. 

“To my long home,” replied the master. 

“Your long home! How long will you stay 
there ?”’ 

“Oh, I am never to return.” 

“Never to return! Never to return!” exclaimed 
the fool. 

“No,” said the nobleman; “I am going to 
eternity, and am never to return.” 

“Has your lordship made any preparation for 
that long home ? ”’ 

“No,” replied: he; have not.” 

“Then,” replied the man, “‘ you are a greater fool 
than I am. Take the staff!” 

Are you prepared to go to your long home? 


DAILY SUPPLIES 


““My house is well made,” said a farmer, “‘ for it 
was built by the day.”’ This is the way in which the 
best, strongest, and happiest lives are built. They 
are not constructed “ by the job,” but one attain- 
ment in grace is laid upon another, as are the bricks 
of a solid house wall. Each day brings its duties to 
be done, its temptations to be met and conquered, 
its burdens to be carried, and each day brings as well 
a sufficiency from above to meet its needs. 
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DON’T YOU KNOW? . 


A LITTLE rain and a little sun, 
And a little pearly dew, 
And a pushing up and reaching out, 
Then leaves and tendrils all about— 
Ah! that’s the way the flowers grow, 
Don’t you know? 


A little work and a little play, 
And lots of quiet sleep ; 
A cheerful heart, and a sunny face, 
And lessons learned, and things in place ; 
Ah! that’s the way the children grow, 
Don’t you know ? 


WAY TO HEAVEN 


Bishop WILBERFORCE was once asked whether he 
knew the way to Heaven. “Oh yes,’ replied the 
witty prelate, ‘‘ I have known it from a child; take 
the first turn to the right, and then keep straight 


on.” A better answer has never been given. 
* * * 


DICKENS AND THE BIBLE 


WHEN Charles Dickens’s youngest son was about 
to leave home and go to Australia, this is what the 
great novelist wrote to him: 

“IT put a New Testament among your books for 
the same reasons, and with the very same hopes, 
that made me write an easy account of it for you 
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when you were a little child—because it is the best 
book that ever was, or will be, known in the world, 
and because it teaches you the best lessons by which 
any human creature can possibly be guided. 

“ As your brothers have gone away, one by one, I 
have written to each such words as I am now writing 
to you, and have entreated them all to guide them- 
selves by this book, putting aside the interpreta- 
tions and inventions of man. You will remember 
that you have never at home been harassed about 
religious observances or formalities. I have always 
been anxious not to weary my children with such 
things before they are old enough to form opinions 
respecting them. You will therefore understand the 
better that I now most solemnly impress upon you 
the truth and beauty of the Christian religion as it 
came from Christ Himself, and the impossibility of 
your going far wrong if you humbly and heartily 
respect it.”” 


KEEP THE SABBATH DAY 


A CENTURY ago a Christian printer boy sought a 
situation in New York. On Saturday he was given 
a long ‘‘ take” of copy, too large to finish except by 


working on Sunday. “I will work till twelve to- 
night,” he said, “‘ finishing if I can; but I cannot 
work to-morrow.” ‘‘ Then you'll lose your place,” 


said the foreman. The boy approached his em- 
ployer with the unfinished copy, and offered to resign 
rather than violate his conscience. His master 
saw the type of lad, freed him of all Sunday work, 
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and advanced him steadily. The boy became John 
Harper, founder of the publishing house of Harper 
Brothers, whose high-class publications have in- 
fluenced the world. 


A SURE FOUNDATION 


THREE lighthouses have been built where the Eddy- 
stone lighthouse now stands, but each failed to stand 
the stress of the storm. A fourth was built, and still 
stands firm and strong. The secret of its success is 
that every stone is dovetailed into its neighbour, 
and the foundation stones are dovetailed into the 
vock itself. It stands as if built of one great piece of 
stone, built zmto the rock. 


BE KIND 


“WE have seen it mentioned as a wonder by old 
Puritan writers,’ says Spurgeon, “‘ that certain fish 
live in the salt sea, and yet their flesh is not salt. 
We have met with far greater singularities in the 
spiritual world, namely, men who live in a sea of 
grace and yet are not gracious.” 


TOO TRIVIAL FOR ME 


A CHRISTIAN man, who had refused an opening to 
work for God because it was too trivial, dreamed 
that he died, and was taken by an angel to see a 
wonderful temple. After admiring it, he noticed 


150 STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 


that one stone was missing in a certain place, spoiling 
what otherwise would have been a perfect and most 
beautiful curve. Turning to the angel, in his dream, 
he asked why the stone was left out, marring so 
badly the perfection of the arc. ‘‘ Oh,” said the 
angel, sadly, “ that was left for you to put in; but 
you wanted to do great things; and so the stone 
was never placed, and the curve will never be per- 
fect.” The dreamer awoke, but the memory of his 
vision remained; and, praying to God for forgive- 
ness, he took up the despised work, and faithfully 
fulfilled it in every detail. 


THE BIBLE A MOSAIC 


Tue] Bible, like the sky, is most varied. It is a 
book full of sorrow, and a book full of joy. The 
Bible is a mosaic; and each part will bear the 
microscopic view of an admiring eye. 


REDEEM THE TIME 


REDEEM the time: what thou hast lost in slumber, 
What thou hast wasted in creating fears, 

Shall never be atoned for in the number 
And gathering weight of the eternal years. 


Redeem the time: the hours are sweeping o’er thee 
Like flying stars ; and thy blank years may stand 
In sad, reproachful spectral hosts before thee, 
In haunting shadows o’er the sunless land. 
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A LEGEND WITH A LESSON 


A BEAUTIFUL legend is told of the famous Church of 
St. Sophia at Constantinople. The great Emperor 
Justinian who built it, was vastly proud of the 
magnificent building he had had put up at such great 
expense ; and over the entrance in golden letters 
he had this proud inscription emblazoned, “ Justinian, 
to the glory of God.” At the grand opening of the 
splendid erection, however, as the Emperor drove 
in pomp towards the Church, and looked up to read 
his inscription, he was amazed to see in golden 
letters ‘‘ Euphrasia, to the glory of God.” The 
workmen all vowed it had been changed in the night, 
and none knew whom Euphrasia might be, till a 
poor old widow of that name was brought before 
the Emperor. Trembling, she told how she had 
wished to help in the beautiful Church, but could 
not because of her dire poverty ; and how she had 
pitied the horses on the slippery road pass her door, 
drawing the loads of stone for the building; and 
how she had taken the straw from her poor mattress 
and put it down in the road for the horses to find 
foothold. So God looks not at what we do, so much 
as what we can do and do do. 


WELCOME THE STRANGER 


A MAN sat through the service one Sunday morning 
wearing his hat. When requested to do so he re- 
moved the hat smilingly. He was afterwards asked’ 
if he had worn the hat purposely or if it was merely 
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absent-minded negligence. “No,” said the man, 
‘‘T have been attending this church regularly for 
nearly two years, and no one has ever spoken to me 
in all that time. I just thought I would leave my 
hat on my head this morning to see if it would serve 
as an introduction to some one. I am glad to meet 
you.” 


A LESSON FROM SALT 


THERE was once a king who had three daughters, 
whom he summoned before him and asked : ‘“‘ What 
his love for them was like? ”’ 

“‘ Like a strong castle to dwell in, where one is 
safe from every attack,” said the eldest daughter. 
‘Good,’ said the pleased father, ‘I give you my 
strongest castle, that all may learn how secure 
your father’s love has made you.” 

“« Like a precious jewel to wear,’ replied the second. 
“Good, also,’”’ replied the king, ‘‘ receive the fairest 
jewel of my treasures that all may envy one to whom 
her father’s love is so precious.” 

“« Like salt,’ replied the youngest. ‘‘ Ifthat be all 
the value you attach to my love,”’ cried the angry 
father, ‘‘ take a handful of the vile stuff as your por- 
tion, and never let me see your ungrateful face 
again.” 

The sorrowing daughter, seeing it would be useless 
trying to explain to her enraged father what she 
meant by salt as bringing out the true flavour of her 
life, went to the royal cook and asked him as a favour 
to put none of the salt her father so despised in the 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 153 


royal dishes. The cook did so. Soon the king per- 
ceived that all his food had lost its usual flavour, all 
was alike insipid. Thinking he must be ill, he sent 
for his physicians and asked for a remedy. But his 
physicians told him they could find nothing the 
matter. Then he called his cook and asked if he 
could account for the change. The cook threw 
himself on his knees and confessed that he had put 
none of the despised salt in the royal dishes since the 
king had rejected his daughter. ‘‘ But,” said the 
king, ‘‘ I never tasted salt in the food.’’ ‘‘ No,’ said 
the cook, ‘‘ salt is not added to make the meats taste 
of salt, but to bring out their flavour.” Then the 
king understood his daughter and restored her to 
favour, because now he saw she valued his love more 
than the others ; because it helped her to love others 
better, and did not make her an object merely of 
others’admiration or envy. 


SATAN’S BRIBES 


A STRANGER, who had noticed how difficult it is to 
get pigs to the butcher’s, was surprised to see some 
following their herd into the yard and asked how he 
did it. The man answered, “‘I carry beans in my 
pocket and drop one every now and then.” 


TRUE MISSIONARY ZEAL 


SOME missionaries, bound for New Guinea, were 
earnestly warned by their friends against venturing 
into so wild and savage a country. 


154 STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 


‘There are serpents,” they said to the young 
pioneers of Christ’s Gospel. 

‘“So we understand,” was the calm rejoinder. 

“ But there are wild beasts there, and pestilence,”’ 
persisted their friends. 
- “ Are there men there ? ”’ asked the eldest of the 
heroic little band, “‘ because if so, we cannot and dare 
not refuse to go and save them.” 


THE TRIVIAL ROUND 


Do you envy this fisherman who lent his boat to 
Jesus? He offers us the same honour ; He begs us 
to do Him the same favour ; He comes to each of us 
and asks us to let Him have our datly occupation as 
His preaching place—the office and workshop, the 
counter, the desk, the mother’s work in the home, 
the servant’s work in the house—this is the pulpit 
He seeks. Will you let Him have it to-day? 
MarRK Guy PEARSE. 


TWO TO A QUARREL 


THERE’S a knowing little proverb 
From the sunny land of Spain, 
But in Northland and in Southland, 
Is its meaning clear and plain. 

Lock it up within thy heart, 
Neither lose, nor lend it. 

“Two it takes to make a quarrel, 
One can always end it.” 
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THE LITTLE LAD’S ANSWER 


Our little lad came in one day 
With dusty shoes and tired feet, 
His play-time had been hard and long 
Out in the summer’s noontide heat. 
“T’m glad I’m home,” he cried, and hung 
His torn straw hat up in the hall, 
While in the corner by the door 
He put away his bat and ball. 


“T wonder why,’ his aunty said, 
“This little lad always comes here, 
When there are many other homes 
As nice as this, and quite as near?”’ 
He stood a moment deep in thought, 
Then with the love-light in his eye, 
He pointed where his mother sat 
And said, “‘ She lives here, that is why!”’ 


With beaming face the mother heard ; 
Her mother-heart was very glad, 

A true, sweet answer he had given— 
That thoughtful, loving, little lad, 

And well I know that hosts of lads 
Are just as loving, true, and dear ; 

That they would answer as he did, 
‘“*Tis home, for mother’s living here.” 


THE SNARE OF RICHES 


An American millionaire, after showing his palatial 
mansion and beautiful grounds to a Quaker, said : 
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“ The almighty dollar has done it all! What cannot 
money do?” “Ah, friend,” replied the Quaker, 
“‘thou remindest me of the Israelites, who wor- 
shipped the golden calf, saying it brought them out of 
Egypt. It hindered them during their journey to 
the Promised Land. Maybe thy dollars will do the 
same for you.” 


A LITTLE GIRL’S COMPLIMENT 


OnE wet, foggy, muddy day a little girl was standing 
on one side of the street in London waiting for an 
opportunity to cross over. Those who have seen 
London streets on such a day, with the wet and 
mud, and have watched the rush of cabs, hansoms, 
omnibuses, and carriages, will not wonder that a 
little girl should be afraid to try to make her way 
through such a Babel as that. So she walked up 
and down, and looked into the faces of those who 
passed by. Some looked careless, some harsh, 
some were in haste; and she did not find the one 
she sought, until at length an aged man, rather tall 
and spare, and of grave, yet kindly aspect, came 
walking down the street. 

Looking in his face, she seemed to see in him the 
one for whom she had been waiting, and she went up 
to him and whispered timidly : 

“Please, sir, will you help me over ?”’ 

The old man saw the little girl safely across the 
street ; and when he afterwards told the story he 
said : 
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“* That little girl’s trust is the greatest compliment 
I ever had in my life.” 

That man was Lord Shaftesbury. He received 
honours at the hand of a mighty nation; he was 
complimented with the freedom of the greatest 
city on the globe; he received the honours con- 
ferred by Royalty ; but the greatest compliment he 
ever had in his life was when that little unknown 
girl singled him out in the jostling crowd of a London 
street, and dared to trust him, stranger though he 
was, to protect and assist her. 


WEAKNESS MADE STRONG 


Mr. Moopy tells of an aged woman, of eighty-five 
years, an earnest Christian, who helped in his 
mission in London by visiting all sorts and condi- 
tions of people to invite them to his meetings. At 
first, the Committee that appointed the visitors had 
hesitated to enrol her as a helper on account of 
her great age, but gave way to her pleadings, and 
allotted her a district to canvass. Afterwards it 
was found that the old saint had been the most 
successful of all the mission-visitors by reason of 
the very thing that had been considered a draw- 
back. Her district contained many Jews, Roman 
Catholics, and foreigners; and it was discovered 
that she had been able to gain access to places 
where others would have been roughly turned away, 
none being able to resist the pleading of the gentle 
old face, or treat with harshness so venerable a 
visitor. God can use our very weaknesses in His 
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service, and make our human disabilities glorify 
His name. 


SEED-SOWING 


OnE of our great travellers, whenever he landed on 
any foreign shore, was in the habit of taking with 
him a little packet of English seeds. Then he would 
go quietly from the sailors, seek some favourable 
spot, and there sow the seeds. Thus he belted the 
whole world with flowers from his native home. 
Every Christian should be a sower, scattering the 
seeds of the kingdom by every way-side as he goes. 


STORY OF A QUEEN’S NECKLACE 


QUEEN MARGHERITA possesses a coral necklace 
which she always wears day and night. If the 
Queen wears a dress with which the ornament does 
not harmonise she keeps her necklace on, although 
hidden. The following touching story is told in 
connection with the necklace ; Some years ago the 
Italian Crown Prince, Victor Emmanuel, was out 
walking in Venice with his tutor. He noticed some 
corals in a jeweller’s window which pleased him 
very much. ‘I shall buy those for my mother,” 
he said ; and, so saying, he entered the shop to ask 
the price of the corals. On hearing the sum, he said, 
“T have not so much money at present, but I 
will make you an offer. I will buy five corals to- 
day, and you keep the rest for me, and as often as I 
have saved some money I will send it to you, and 
you will send to me as many of the remaining corals 
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as the money will buy.”’ The bargain was concluded, 
but two years elapsed before the Prince had the 
pleasure of presenting his mother with the necklace. 
The Queen, on hearing the circumstances of this 
purchase, was very much affected, and said to her 
son: ‘‘ This is now the most precious of all my 
jewels, and I will never cease to wear it, for it will 
always remind me of your tender love for me.” 


LAWFUL PLEASURE 


CuRIsT did not come to deprive us of any legitimate 
interest. We mistake when we think that such 
things as art, music, laughter, healthy pleasure, 
are denied to the Christian. What Christ does is 
to cleanse these things of any taint of uncleanness 
or sin, and by sharing them with us double the joy 
of them. He is always the enriching Christ. 


THE DEW 


CAN we see the dew of heaven as it falls on a summer 
evening? We cannot. It comes down softly and 
gently and imperceptibly. But when we go out 
in the morning, after a cloudless night, and see every 
leaf sparkling with moisture, and every blade of 
grass edged with pearls, we say at once, ‘‘ There 
has been a dew.” Just so it is with the Holy 
Spirit in the soul. 


STRUGGLE AND TOIL BENEFICIAL 


As a boy I was interested in the study of butterflies. 
One day I found a “ jug-handle,” the chrysalis of a 
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moth, one of the most beautiful of insects. Taking 
it home, I preserved it with care, anticipating its 
opening. At last my watch was rewarded. The 
miller was struggling toescape. Howit toiled and 
worked, writhing to and fro! Fearing that the air 
of the house had hardened the shell, I assisted the 
insect in its efforts. As he struggled I opened the 
chrysalis until in a fraction of the time he had 
needed to do the work himself he was free. Alas 
there was no beauty of colouring, no strength of 
limb, and after a few feeble flutters he ceased to 
move. The disappointment was great. Why had 
he died? Years after I learned that the struggles 
to escape from the shell were wisely ordered of God. 
All the labour was necessary to send the juices 
circulating through the body to strengthen the legs, 
and to bring out the beautiful colours. The help 
given was mistaken kindness. So with our lives. — 
Toil, struggle, temptation, and trial are necessary 
that God’s children may be fashioned in the likeness 
of Him who, “ though He were a Son, yet learned 
obedience through the things He suffered.” 
J. F. FoRBEs. 


A WATCHFUL PROVIDENCE 


SIR THOMAS GRESHAM, who built the Royal Ex- 
change, was the son of a poor woman, who, while 
he was an infant, abandoned him ina field. By the 
providence of God, however, the chirping of a grass- 
hopper attracted a boy to the spot where the child 
lay, and his life was by this means preserved. 
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THE pearl-diver lives at the bottom of the ocean by 
means of the pure air conveyed to him from above. 
His life is entirely dependent on its communication 
with the surface. So our Spiritual life is entirely 
dependent on the Life-giving Spirit. We are down 
here, like the diver, to gather pearls for our Master’s 
crown. The source of our life comes from above. 
PRoF. DRUMMOND. 


A SON’S TRUST 


SomE botanists were one day hunting for specimens 
in the Highlands, when they descried some scarce 
and beautiful plants growing on the side of a preci- 
pice 200 feet high. Seeing a boy near, they offered 
him a handsome present of money if he would allow 
himself to be lowered by a rope and would fill a 
basket with the flowers. The boy shrank back at 
first, but remembering the promised reward and 
the poverty of his parents, said: “I will go if father 
holds the rope.” Then, with a heart strong and 
bold, he allowed his father to put the rope round his 
waist and lower him while he filled his basket. The 
boy’s trust in his father’s care and strength gave 
him courage for the deed. 


INQUIRING OF THE LORD 


ONE winter, some years ago, Dr. Barnardo was 
more than usually in need of blankets for the cots 
L 
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of the children, but had not the money to buy them. 
He prayed about the matter, and followed up his 
prayer with a visit to a warehouse, where he selected 
blankets to the value of a hundred pounds. Fearing 
to incur debt, the doctor did not actually buy the 
goods, but went home and again fervently laid the 
needs of the little ones before God. The following 
day a cheque was received from a _ well-wisher 
“to provide additional warmth during the inclement 
weather.’’ Dr. Barnardo inquired of the Lord. 


THE WAY OF SALVATION 


THERE was a preacher of the Gospel who had gone 
down into a coal mine during the noon hour to tell 
the miners of that grace and truth which came by 
Jesus Christ. After telling them the simple story 
of God’s love to lost sinners—man’s state and God’s 
remedy, a full and free salvation offered—the time 
came for the men to resume work, and the preacher 
came back to the shaft, to ascend to the world again. 
Meeting the foreman, he asked him what he thought 
of God’s way of salvation. 

“Oh, it is too cheap ; I cannot believe in such a 
religion as that.” 

Without an immediate answer to his remark, 
the preacher asked: ‘‘ How do you get out of this 
place?” 

“ Simply by getting into the cage,” was the reply. 

“And does it take long to get to the top?” 

“Oh no; only a few seconds.” 

“Well, that certainly is very easy and simple. 
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But do you not need help to raise yourself ? ”’ said 
the preacher. : 

“Of course not,” replied the miner. ‘‘ As I have 
said, you have nothing to do but to get into the 
cage.” 

“But what about the people who sunk the shaft 
and perfected all this arrangement ; was there much 
labour about it?” 

“Indeed, yes ; that was a laborious and expen- 
sive work. The shaft is eighteen hundred feet deep, 
and it was sunk at great cost to the proprietor ; but 
it is our only way out, and without it we should never 
be able to get to the surface.” 

Just so. And when God’s Word tells you that 
whosoever believeth on the Son of God hath ever- 
lasting life, you at once say “‘ Too cheap ! ”’ forgetting 
that God’s work to bring you and others out of this 
pit of destruction and death was accomplished at a 
vast cost, the price being the death of His own Son. 


SORROW SANCTIFIED 


THERE came into my home what seemed to be a 
great sorrow—a poor little paralysed babe. Yet out 
of that sorrow sprang my greatest blessing. My 
little girl became the means of subduing my whole 
nature. In her presence I learned to speak softly, 
to restrain my temper, and all unconsciously a little 
crippled child conquered and changed the habit and 
manner of my life. 
H. MOORHOUSE. 


4 
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THE SPIRITUAL RAILWAY 


THE line to heaven by Christ was made, 
With heavenly truth the rails are laid, 
From earth to heaven the line extends 
To life eternal, where it ends. 


Repentance is the station, then, 
Where passengers are taken in ; 
No fee for them is there to pay, 
For Jesus is Himself the way. 


The Bible is the engineer, 

It points the way to heaven so clear ; 
Through tunnels dark and dreary here, 
It does the way to glory steer. 


God’s love the fire, His truth the steam, 
Which drives the engine and the train ; 
All you who would to glory ride 

Must come to Christ—in Him abide. 


In first, second, and third class— 
Repentance, faith, and holiness— 
You must the way to glory gain, 
Or you with Christ can never reign. 


Come now, poor sinner, now’s the time, 
At any station on the line 

If you repent and turn from sin, 

The train will stop and take you in. 
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WORDS 


Boys flying kites have in them white-winged birds, 

You can’t do that when you're flying words, 

Thoughts unexpressed may sometimes fall back dead, 

But God Himself can’t kill them when they’re said. 
W. EARLETON. 


THE WEIGHT OF HABIT 


ON one occasion Agassiz, the great geologist, wishing 
to examine the interior of a glittering ice-chasm 
among the Swiss Alps, got three men to lower him 
several hundreds of feet by means of a rope attached 
to a basket. He remained there for some time, until 
his investigations were finished ; and then gave the 
signal to be drawn up again. But the men above 
found they could not do so; and though they all 
exerted their utmost strength, no amount of effort 
served to raise the rope on which the scientist hung 
suspended ; and it became evident, at last, that a 
serious miscalculation had been made—they had 
allowed for the weight of the geologist, and for that 
of the basket, but no allowance had been made 
for the weight of the rope! Eventually, one of their 
number was hastily despatched for assistance ; 
and Agassiz was obliged to remain in his perilous 
position many hours before the additional help was 
procured, and he was again drawn up into safety. 
This incident may well serve to remind us of the 
weight of habit, which, like the weight of the rope, 
is so often left out of our calculations. ‘‘ Oh,’’ we 
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say, ‘“ we can always stop when we want to. We 
should not allow a habit to gain too great a hold 
upon us.” Forgetting that it is not so much the 
habit in itself as the practice of it that makes the 
fatal weight which drags our souls down to destruc- 
tion. 


A LIVING MONUMENT 


YEARS ago'a poor Japanese wished to build a monu- 
ment at Nikko, but he could not afford to build 
one of stone or marble. “I will raise a living 
monument,” said he. So he gathered some seeds 
on the cedar tree and planted them on both sides of 
the road leading up to theshrine. Now, the wonder 
and beauty of Nikko are the trees which this poor 
man planted. It was a handful of seeds once; it 
is a glorious avenue now, miles in length, of trees 
that are 30 feet round and 200 feet high, and people 
go from every part of the land to see them. We 
can never tell to what a great and lofty wonder 
Christ may exalt our lowly offering. Let us bring 
what we have to Him. 


THE SPREAD OF THE GOSPEL 


A VISITOR to Russia tells of being present at an 
Easter celebration in a Greek church. The services 
began before the morning dawned. All the great 
company carried unlighted torches in their hands. 
The vast building was dark without a beam of light. 
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At a certain moment a priest appeared bearing a 
burning torch. At this one flame those near him 
lighted their torches, and from these others nearest 
to them. So the light spread until every torch in 
the vast church was burning and the place was bril- 
liant with light, all kindled from one torch. So 
have the dark world’s torches been lighted at the 
flame of the angel’s lamp, which the women found 
burning in the open grave that first Easter morning. 
So should our dim torches be lighted anew, as we 
remember again that the Lord is risen indeed. 


WITH MY HELP! 


A Poor woman, hopelessly crippled, living in a 
tiny room which she had not moved out of for 
fifteen years, was once visited by a lady, who 
inwardly pitied the sufferer for her inability to do 
anything in the world. Even as she thought this, 
two little children came clattering in, with an air 
of being very much at home; and the cripple, 
looking lovingly at them, said to the lady, in answer 
to the latter’s look of surprise, “They are the 
children of a poor widow who lives below. She 
goes out to work, and I mind the children for her, 
so that she can just manage to live—with my help |” 
Let none think they are useless. 


SOMETIMES 


THERE is a ship named Sometimes ; 
Men dream of it, and wait ; 
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One on the shore, impatient 
One at the household gate, 

Thinking ‘‘ If it come not in the morn 
Then in the evening it may;”’ 

But one I knew of, not thinking of ships 
Worked till the close of day, 

Lifting his eyes at evening time, 
There his ship at anchor lay. 


WORKING FOR OTHERS 


Ir you dig up a plant of seaside grass from the 
sand, you will find that it is connected with a 
neighbouring plant by a runner, and that it gives out 
itself a runner, which connects it with another plant, 
and so on; and you thus find that the whole mass 
of this singular vegetation covering all the sea- 
shore is one vast corporate body, one multitudinous 
plant, all of whose members are inseparably bound 
together. And so there is no selfish salvation in 
Jesus Christ. A man cannot be saved without wish- 
ing and helping to save some one else. 


Dr. HuGH MAcMILLAN. 


WORK THAT WILL LAST. 


WHEN I was a child, says the daughter of a well- 
known doctor, I came into my father’s surgery 
when he was compounding medicines one day, 
looking cross and ready to cry. ‘‘ What is the 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 169 


matter, Mary ?”’ he asked. “ I’m tired,” I replied ; 
“T’ve been making beds and washing dishes all 
day, and what good does it do? To-morrow the 
beds will have to be re-made, and the dishes washed 
over again.” ‘“‘ Look, my child,” he said, ‘do 
you see these little empty vials? They are all 
insignificant cheap things, of no value in themselves, 
but in one I put a deadly poison, in another a sweet 
perfume, in a third a healing medicine. Nobody 
cares for the vials; it is that which they contain 
that gives them value. Your daily tasks, the 
dishes washed or the floor swept, are homely things 
and count for little in themselves, but it is the sweet 
patience, or zeal, or high thoughts that you put in 
your work that will last.” 


THE SOUL’S WINDOWS 


On one occasion I was travelling on a certain 
railway, and while in a station looked through the 
carriage window at the people who were standing 
on the platform. I particularly noticed one man 
whose coat appeared to me to be covered with spots, 
as if it had been splashed with mud. I thought 
he presented a dirty, untidy appearance, and might 
have had the coat brushed. Then the train moved 
on, and I discovered that what I thought to be 
marks on the man’s clothes were really spots on the 
carriage window. What a grand illustration that 
was! How often we make the same mistake as we 
journey through the world. Our vision is not 
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clear; and we hastily misjudge our fellow-men. 


Let us clean our soul windows. 
R. P. DOWNES. 


SIN AND ITS EFFECTS 


IF a small grain of radium is carried in a box in the 
pocket, it will penetrate through the box and cloth- 
ing and burn the flesh, producing wounds which are 
difficult to heal. This is like the effect of sin. If 
allowed to run its course, it will eat into the very 
heart of the nation, bringing certain disaster. 


SUFFERING NECESSARY 


How comes it that whatever is of a useful nature, 
and intended to be profitable to the world, must 
suffer much, and be subjected to every kind of 
ill-treatment ; but that man, who himself does with 
other things as he lists, is unwilling to suffer or 
permit God to deal as he lists with him? Wheat, 
which is the noblest ot all the products of the earth, 
is thrashed, trod upon, swept about, tossed in the 
air, sifted, shaken, and shovelled, and afterwards 
ground, resifted, and baked, and so arrives at last 
upon the tables of princes and kings. 
Dr. GOLLHOLD. 


USEFUL VERSUS ORNAMENTAL 


A RICH nobleman was once showing a friend a great 
collection of precious stones, whose value was almost 
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beyond counting. There were diamonds, and rubies, 
and gems from almost every country on the globe, 
which had been gathered by their possessor by the 
greatest labour and expense. ‘‘ And yet,’’ he said, 
“they yield me no income.” His friend replied 
that he had two stones which cost him but £5 each, 
yet they yielded him a very considerable annual 
income. And he led him down to the mill and 
pointed to the two toiling grey millstones. 


YOUTHFUL ENTERPRISE 


HENRY Martyn, the great missionary, was only 
thirty-two when he died; yet we are told that he 
had made translations of the New Testament into 
Hindustanee, and the New Testament and Psalms 
into Persian—and this in the midst of active mission- 
ary work. Moreover, so excellent were these 
translations of Holy Writ, that they are still used 
as a basis for similar modern work. Dr. Finsen, 
also, the discoverer of the merciful Finsen lamp,— 
the violet-ray cure for lupus—died at an early age, 
having for some years previous to his decease only 
been able, through ill-health, tospend two hours a 
day, at most, at his wonderful work. 


SHINING FOR CHRIST 


SomEBopy tells of going into a jeweller’s store to 
look at certain gems. Among other stones, he was 
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shown an opal. Asit lay there, however, it appeared 
dull and lustreless. Then the jeweller took it in 
his hand and held it for some moments, and again 
showed it to his customer. Now it gleamed and 
flashed with all the glories of the rainbow. It needed 
the touch of the warmth of the human hand to 
bring out its iridescence. There are human lives 
all around us, rich in possibilities of beauty and 
glory. But as we see them they are dull and lustre- 
less. They need the touch of the hand of Christ 
to bring out their radiance. 


THE USE OF ADVERSITY 


NATURALISTS discover the most beautifully coloured 
plants on the highest mountains. Exposed to, and 
nurtured by the keenest winds and wildest storms, 
have sprung up lichens and mosses of the most rich 
and attractive hue. And so, on the bleak hills of 
adversity, the Christian’s character is more mellowed 
and beautified than in the shady, quiet vale of 
prosperity. There he adds to his faith, temperance, 
patience, godliness, brotherly kindness, charity, 
and all the beautiful hues of grace which adorn the 
life of the believer. There, natural roughness is 
softened and toned—the heavenly takes the place 
of the earthly—and he is able to say :— 
Amidst my list of blessings infinite, 


Stands this the foremost, that my heart has bled. 
For all I bless thee—most for the severe. 


J. H. HicHEens 
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A PLACE OF SAFETY 


WHEN men see that a prairie fire is coming, what do 
they do? Not the fleetest horse can escape it. 
They just take a match and light the grass around 
them. They take their stand in the burnt district, 
and are safe. They hear the flames roar as they 
come along, but they donot fear. They do not 
even tremble as the ocean of flames surges around 
them, for over the place where they stand the fire 
has already passed and there is no danger. And 
there is one spot on earth that God has swept 
over. Nineteen hundred years ago the storm 
burst on Calvary, and the Son of God took it into 
his open bosom ; and now, if we take our stand by 
the open cross, we are safe for time and eternity. 


D. L. Moopy. 


GOD ALWAYS PAYS 


Gop never leaves us in His debt. He takes care 
to pay for His entertainment, royally and divinely. 
He uses Peter’s fishing smack, and gives it back 
nearly submerged by the weight of the fish which 
He had driven into the nets. He sits down with 
His friends to a country marriage-feast, and pays 
for their simple fare by jars brimming with water 
turned to wine. He uses the five barley loaves, and 
two small fishes ; but He fills the lad with an ample 
meal. Hesends His prophet to lodge with a widow, 
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and provides meal and oil for him and her for 
many days. 


F. B. MEYER. 


AN HONEST SERVANT 


‘“‘ ROBERT,” said a man, winking slyly to a clerk 
of his acquaintance, ‘‘ you must give me good 
measure; your master is not in.” Robert looked 
solemnly into the man’s face, and replied: “‘ My 
Master is always in.”” He recognised, as Joseph did, 
that he was the servant of the God of Abraham and 
Isaac, and it was this that made him conscientious 
and careful, qualities that ensured success and 
prosperity. 


INCREASE BY DISTRIBUTION 


As the widow’s oil increased, not in the vessel, but 
by pouring out; and as the barley bread in the 
Gospel multiplied, not in the whole loaf, but by 
breaking and distributing ; and as the grain bringeth 
increase, not when it lieth in a heap in the garner, 
but by scattering upon the land; so are these 
spiritual graces best improved, not by keeping them 
together, but by distributing them abroad. The 
talent gathereth nothing in the napkin, unless it 
be rust and canker; but travelling in the bank, 


STRAIGHT TO THE TARGET 175 


besides the good it doth as it passeth to and fro, 
it ever returneth home with increase. 
SANDERSON. 


FEAR 


UNDER certain conditions of sunshine and mist, 
gigantic, shadowy figures are seen on the summit of 
the Brocken, one of the loftiest of the Hartz Moun- 
tains. In former times the timorous peasant was 
greatly frightened by these black and fear-inspiring 
forms, and attributed them to supernatural agents 
of evil. Now it is known that the Spectre of the 
Brocken is only the magnified shadow of the observer 
outlined on the dense haze of mountain mist by the 
rising or setting sun. So fear magnifies and distorts, 
until the prospect of invading Canaan seems like 
the assault of grasshoppers upon immense giants. 


THE LORD WILL PROVIDE 


A LAD during the American war was his widowed 
mother’s comfort and joy. One day, as she was 
trying to scrape the flour from the sides and bottom 
of the barrel to help out the day’s supply, the lad 


cried: ‘‘ Mother, we shall have some more very 
soon, now, I know.”’ “‘ Why do you say so, my 
boy?” ‘‘ Why, because you’ve got to scrape the 


barrel. I believe God always hears you scraping, 
and that’s a sign to Him that you want more.” 
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And before the day was over the fresh supply had 
come. We may have come to the bottom of our 
barrel. Then look up for more. Brother, have a 
tremendous faith in the providence—the provision 
of our God. 

M. G. PEARSE. 


THE CHRISTIAN’S GRAMMAR 


BiIsHop TAYLOR SMITH on one occasion gave a lesson 
in grammar at Cambridge. 

“We,” said he, “have learnt to say, ‘ First 
person, I; second person, thou ; third person, he.’ 
But that is wrong—so wrong, indeed, that to put 
it right one has to turn it quite upside down. 

“‘ The Christian’s grammar is, ‘ First person, He ; 
second person, thou ; third person, I.’ And ‘He’ 
means God, the First Person in the first place. And 
‘thou ’ means my fellow-man, my father, my mother, 
my sister, my brother, my friend, my school-fellow. 
They come next. And ‘I,’ myself, comes last.” 


GOD’S EYE SALVE 


Gop’s eye salve is just faith; and you can buy it 
without money and without price, for it is the gift 
of God. You will get it for the asking: and it will 
cure your blindness, and will enable you to see 
what others do not see. 


H. MAcMILLAN. 
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DIFFICULTIES TO OVERCOME 


I was in a factory, in which in one part I saw 
delicate and very light work done by machinery, in 
another part heavy work, thestrengthening and draw- 
ing out of great thick bars of brass. Yet the one was 
done as easily as the other without evident strain. 
I then saw where the power was generated that 
set all the wheels in motion. All that was wanted was 
to see the engine was fed and kept up to the mark. 
Each workman could reckon on power enough and 
to spare. Our difficulties are obvious enough, but 
we may reckon on the Divine power as sufficient unto 
the day. 


RIGHT AND WRONG 


THE least action of life can be as surely done from 
the loftiest motive as the highest and the noblest. 
Faithfulness measures acts as God measures them. 
True conscientiousness deals with our duties as 
God deals with them. Duty is duty, conscience 
is conscience, right is right, and wrong is wrong, 
whatever sized type they be printed in. ‘ Large” 
or “small’’ are not words for the vocabulary of 
conscience. It only knows two words,—nght and 
Wrong. 
A. McLaren. 


M 
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ALWAYS REJOICING , 


In Switzerland, according to custom, I had climbed 
some lofty height from which to see the flames of 
the sunrise on the surrounding mountains. It was 
a grand sight, as one after another the sunny peaks 
caught the first flush of rosy light ; to watch them 
slowly tipped and crowned with gold, whilst the 
purple fell around their shoulders. As the Psalmist 
says, ‘‘ Let the hills be joyful together before the 
Lord.” 
M. G. PEARSE. 


THE VITAL LAW 


“In His law doth He meditate day and night.” 
When has one finished with it? ... Its sweet 
claim is incessant. If we are busy, we must live 
up to its confidence ; if we rest, we must maintain 
its temper still in hope. It is Jehovah’s, who 
sleeps not ; and it is for day and night. Let a man 
take it into the daily business of life, and see how it 
alters his conceptions of what things really matter, 
and of how they matter; how it reorganizes his 
aims and simplifies his affairs—till on the one hand 
his work begins to share in its freshness and deep 
sacred significance, and on the other hand, the law 
itself opens its strength and largeness to his view, 
and grows more wonderful through experience. 


H. Foston. 
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LINKS IN THE CHAIN 


GIVE me these links: First, sense of need; second, 
desire to get; third, belief that God has in store ; 
fourth, belief that, though He withholds awhile, 
He loves to be asked ; and fifth, belief that asking 
will obtain. Give these links, and the chain will 
reach from earth to heaven, bringing heaven all down 
to me, or bearing me up into heaven. 


GUTHRIE. 


THE HIDDEN WORD 


LycurcGus would allow none of his laws to be writ- 
ten. He would have the principles of government 
interwoven in the lives and manners of the people, 
as most conducive to their happiness. Their 
education would be such as to imprint these laws 
upon their minds, that they might remain perpetually 
before them. He will most faithfully abide by the 
King’s commandment who has the word of God so 
engraven upon his heart that nothing can erase it. 
The multiplication of Bibles that stand upon book- 
shelves or lie upon tables is an easy matter; but 
to multiply copies of walking Scriptures, in the form 
of holy men who can say, ‘‘ Thy word have I hid in 
my heart,” is much more difficult. 
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FAITH AND ITS GROWTH 


A HUNDRED guineas was recently refused for a 
microscopic speck of the pollen of a rare orchid, so 
precious is the dust of beauty. That speck of 
pollen might have enabled its purchaser to produce 
an abundance of hybrid and original orchids. Our 
Lord teaches that out of a speck of genuine faith 
in God and His eternal promise in Christ will spring 
purity, peace, strength, victory, high character, 
and heroic service ; inthis world, the graces of the 
Spirit, and, in the next, flowers and fruits of Para- 
dise. 
Dr. W. L. WATKINSON. 


IN HIM 


Gop does not wait until we are at our fairest and 
best. He stoops to help us at our deadest and 
dullest, our poorest and worst, when life is almost 
gone out and the fire is at its last spark. He can 
help us and keep us in the most trying circum- 
stances, however bleak winds blow, whatever biting 
frosts come. A most gracious, gentle, pitiful 
Saviour is He, and as mighty as He is gentle. Press 
up to Him; go on your way communing with Him. 
Cleave to Him, your Life ; rest in Him, your loving 
Lord; exult in Him, your Almighty Saviour. 
M. G. PEARSE, 
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IMAGINATION 


A GENTLEMAN having led a company of children 
beyond their usual journey, they began to get 
weary, and all cried to him to carry them on his 
back ; but because of their multitude, he could not 
do this. ‘‘ But,”’ said he, “ I’ll get horses for us all.” 
Then cutting little wands of the hedge as ponies 
for them, and a great stake as a charger for himself, 
this put mettle into their little legs, and they rode 
cheerily home. 
Dr. Brown’s Hore Subseciva. 


A MESSAGE ON A TOMBSTONE 


Tuts story was told not long ago by a young mission- 
ary, as to how he was influenced to become a mis- 
sionary. 

When a child he used constantly to walk through 
a certain churchyard ; and one of the gravestones 
which he passed close by, erected to the memory 
of a little boy eight years of age, bore the following 
strange inscription: ‘‘ Mother, when I grow to bea 
man, I should like to be a missionary. But if I 
should die when I am still a little boy, will you put 
it on my tomb, so that some one passing by may 
read it, and go instead of me?” 

Through reading this inscription so often there 
grew up in his mind this thought, “I must go in 
place of that little boy.’”’ And so he has been 
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trained for the work, and will soon commence it. 
It was only a little boy’s wish that influenced him, 
and led him to become a missionary. Now, if a 
wish can do so much, what may not a word or deed 
do? 


THANKSGIVING DAY 


Dr. FRANKLIN says that, in a time of great despon- 
dency among the first settlers in New England, it 
was proposed in one of their public assemblies to 
proclaim a fast. An old farmer arose, spoke of their 
provoking heaven with their complaints, reviewed 
their mercies, showed them they had much to be 
thankful for, and moved that, instead of appointing 
a day for fasting, they should appoint a day of 
thanksgiving. This was accordingly done, and 
the custom has been continued ever since in 
America, and has spread to every Christian country 
and community, until each little village chapel 
is made lovely with fruits and flowers at the time 
of harvest, on ‘‘ Thanksgiving Day.” 


THE MEANING OF TRIAL 


I HAVE seen a blacksmith stand on the side of the 
anvil while the striker with the sledge hammer 
stood on the other. The blacksmith would turn 
the iron over and over and touch it here and there 
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with his little hammer, and the heavy blows of the 
striker would mould and shape it to his will. But 
I could never see the object of the little hammer, 
until one day I asked a blacksmith, and he told 
me that with his small hammer he directed the 
blows of the striker, touching the iron to show 
him where the blow was to fall. God uses the devil 
to hammer the saints into shape, and makes him 
sweat to perfect the saints into glory. Instead of 
murmuring and complaining at our trials and temp- 
tations we should thank God for them, for they 
are the necessary means for our perfecting. 
CHADWICK. 


THE NEW CREATION 


I HAVE seen a stream sink down into the tiniest 
volume, and I have seen it trailing through the mud 
in disgrace; and then, far away on the mountain 
range, clouds gathered and burst, and it was not 
many hours before the stream came down with 
the first wave six feet high, and the banks were full 
of sweet, clean, rejoicing water before the evening. 
So did Christ come in to this poor human race, and 
behold the veins have swollen again, not with unclean 
blood. We can stand and say to the tempted man, 
Christ died on the cross to conquer sin, and He sits 
on God’s right hand to administer the effects of His 
victory. And we can tell the chief of sinners through 
Christ he can be made a new creation. 

Dr. J. WATSON. ~ 
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PLEADING THE PROMISE 


I ASKED Mr. Spurgeon once how he prayed, and he 
said to me, ‘‘ I always find a promise appropriate 
to the need, and then, in the name of the Lord 
Jesus, and for His sake, I simply plead that promise.” 
WAYLAND HovyT. 


A MIRACLE 


WHEN we send an electric current along a wire we 
don’t see it, but when we make a break in the wire 
and bring the ends near each other there is a spark. 
Such is a miracle. God sends forth His power on 
certain lines, and we forget Him, and then He 
makes a break and His power is seen, which we 
call a miracle. 
Dr. HENSON. 


THERE IS NO DIFFERENCE 


It is told of the Duke of Wellington that once 
when he remained to take the Holy Communion at 
his parish church a very poor, old man went up the 
opposite aisle and knelt down by the Duke. Some one 
touched him on the shoulder, and asked him to rise 
and wait until the Duke had received the bread and 
wine. The quick ear of the great commander 
caught the words. He clasped his hands to prevent 
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his rising, and said, in a reverent undertone, ‘“‘ Do 
not move ; we are all equal here.” 


LOOK AT YOUR COPY 


A CARPENTER in Australia one day was called away 
from his workshop to go away into the bush. He 
told his apprentice to go on making a quantity of 
staves, cutting them all by a pattern which he 
handed him. In the evening when the carpenter 
returned, the apprentice very proudly pointed to 
the evidence of a day of most diligent work, in the 
shape of a great pile of staves. But the master, 
looking at them, was severely disappointed. Nearly 
all were widely different from the pattern, which 
had only been used for the first, each subsequent 
one being copied from its predecessor, so that by 
degrees the staves departed more and more from 
the original. 


A MODEL PRAYER 


THE Duchess of Gordon learnt this prayer from a 

poor man, ‘“ Lord, Jesu, from Whom all Grace comes, 

give me Grace to feel my need of Grace; and give 

me Grace to ask for Grace ; then give me Grace to 

receive Grace; and when Grace is given me, give 
me Grace to use Grace. Amen.” 
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SPIRIT OF GIVING 


AT a missionary meeting in a coloured church these 
resolutions were agreed to :—First: ‘‘ We will all 
give something.”” Second: ‘‘ We will all give as 
the Lord has prospered us.”’ Third: ‘“‘ We will all 
give willingly.” One of their number acted as 
secretary, to record what was given. Among those 
who came was a comparatively rich old man, almost 
as wealthy as all the others put together, and he 
put down a small silver coin. “‘ Take dat back,” 
said the secretary, ‘‘ dat may be accordin’ to the 
first resolution, but it is not accordin’ to the 
second.” The rich man took it up and went away 
angry. One after another came up and gave as 
much as the first one had offered, till he could stand 
it no longer, and going up to the table, threw down 
a golden coin, saying: ‘‘ Dar, take dat.’’ It was 
given so ill-temperedly that the secretary answered : 
“No, dat won’t do yet. It may be according to 
the first and second resolutions, but not to the last.” 
At last he came up witha smile and handed a much 
larger gift. So the secretary accepted, and said: 
“That is very well, for it is according to all three 
resolutions.” 


DEGREES OF FRUITFULNESS 


THERE is variety in the degree of fruitfulness, accord- 
ing to the goodness of the soil; that is to say, 
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according to the thoroughness and depth of the 
reception of the word. The great Husbandman 
does not demand uniform fertility. He is glad to 
get a hundredfold, but He accepts sixty, and does 
not refuse thirty, only He arranges them in descend- 
ing order, as if He would fain have the highest rate 
from all the plants, and, not without disappointment, 
gradually stretches His merciful allowance to take 
in even the lowest. He will accept the scantiest 
fruitage, and will lovingly “ purge” the branch 
“that it may bring forth more fruit.” 


ALEXANDER MACLAREN, D.D. 


LET ME HELP YOU 


In that beautiful story book called Little Lord 
Fauntleroy there is a beautiful passage where he goes 
to dwell with the old Earl who is home. Little Lord 
Fauntleroy says to him, “‘ Lean on me, grandfather, 
I will be your staff ;’’ and the big Earl puts his hand 
on the boy’s shoulders, and the lad feels himself 
getting a little hot and tired as he walks along, but 
he still holds on till the chair is reached. All through 
the story he is trying to be a staff, helping the weak 
ones till everybody loves him. Pray that you 
may become a staff to help the weak ones in the 
world. Help the weak boys ; do not push them into 
their mistakes; be a staff to help them to stand 
against temptation. 
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A CABMAN’S STORY 


Mr SPuRGEON used to relate the following story : 
“A cabman drove me home, and when I paid him 
his fare he said, ‘ A long time since I drove you last, 
sir!’ ‘But,’ said I, ‘I do not recollect you!’ 
‘Well,’ he said, ‘I think it is fourteen years ago ; 
but perhaps you will know this Testament ! ’ pulling 
one out of his pocket. ‘What!’ I said, ‘did I 
give you that?’ ‘Oh, yes!’ he said, ‘and you 
spoke to me about my soul, and nobody had done 
that before, and I have never forgotten it.’ ‘ What !’ 
said I, ‘haven’t you worn it out?’ ‘No,’ he re- 
plied, ‘I would not wear it out; I have had it 
bound !’—and he had kept it very carefully 
indeed. It encourages one to hear of results like 
that.” 


NO SILENT PARTNERS 


A MINISTER was once called on by a business man, 
who said: “I come, sir, to inquire if Jesus Christ 
will take me into the concern as a silent partner.” 
“Why do you ask ?”’ said the minister. ‘‘ Because 
I wish to be a member of the firm, and do not wish 
anybody to know it,” said the man. The reply 
was: ‘Christ takes no silent partners.” 
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I CAN AND I WILL 


I KNEW a boy who was preparing to enter the junior 
class of a University. He was studying trigono- 
metry, and I gave him three examples for his next 
lesson. 

The following day he came into my room to 
demonstrate his problems. Two of them he under- 
stood, but the third—a very difficult one—he had 
not performed. I said to him,“ Shall I help you ? ” 

“No, sir! I can and will do it, if you give me 
time.” — 

I said, “I will give you all the time you wish.” 

The next day he came into my room to recite a 
lesson in the same study. 

“ Well, Simon, have you worked that example ? ” 

““No, sir,” he answered ; ‘‘ but I can and will do 
it, if you will give me a little more time.” 

“Certainly, you shall have all the time you 
desire.” 
_ I always like these boys who are determined to 

do their own work, for they make our best scholars, 
and men, too. The third morning you should have 
seen Simon enter my room. I knew he had it, for 
his whole face told the story of his success. 

Yes, he had it, notwithstanding it had cost him 
many hours of the severest mental labour. 

Not only had he solved the problem, but, what 
was of infinitely greater importance to him, he had 
begun to develop mathematical powers which, under 
_ the inspiration of ‘‘I can and I will,” he has con- 
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tinued to cultivate, until to-day he is professor of 
mathematics in one of our largest colleges, and one 
of the ablest mathematicians of his years in our 
country. 


GOLDEN SILENCE 


SAuL held his peace when some refused to recog- 
nise him, and in this he acted wisely. A young 
man who had been badly insulted came to Father 
Graham hot with anger and!bent on immediate 
revenge. ‘‘ Wait,’ said Father Graham, ‘‘an insult 
is like mud; it will brush off much better when it 
is dry.” The young man waited, and the next 
day the insulting person came to beg his forgiveness. 
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